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THE NEW WESLEYAN CHAPEL IN PARIS. 

Otjb young friends will, I dare saj, like to see a pic- 
ture of the new chapel in Paris: * this is a view of the 
inside. The chapel was opened on the 17th of Octoher, 
1862, and the Eev. W. M. Punshon preached the first 
sermon. You may see him preaching in the pulpit. 

There are services in this chapel hoth in the English 
and French languages. There are a great many 
English people who Hve in Paris, and also many English 
visitors. These English people now have a nice 
chapel to go to, and we hope that there will he a large 
numher of the French people who will go also. 

Paris is full of Boman Catholics. How glad should 
we he if some of them would go to the Wesleyan 
chapel, where they would hear the Gospel preached, 
and he taught how vain it is to trust in prayer to the 
Virgin Mary and to saints ; that all their fasts and 
penances are of no avail ; Christ alone can save them ; 
He is their only Saviour; these weary and heavy 
laden Papists may come to him, and he will give them 
rest! 

May God hless the preaching of his servants in this 
beautiful sew chapel, and grant that many may there 
be brought to a knowledge of Christ ! 

* Toktn from a French newspaper. 
B 2 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S HAPPY NEW YEAR. 

'Thon <SFOwnesfc the yelu: with thj goodneai.*'— Pitlm 1X7. 11. 
' Bleas the Lord, mj soul, and forget not all his benefits.** — 
Psalm ciii. 2. 

A BLESSING on the coming year ; 

A blessing on the past I 
All silently this draweth near, 

All silent flies the last, 
Its varied catalogue to bear, * 

Of mercies vast and free, 
Of sin, of sorrow, and of care, 

On to eternity. 

Thanksgiving for the year gone by, 

Father in heaven, we bring, 
Por love which watch' d unceasingly 

Our being's every spring; 
Por sparing and forgiving love ; 

For patience, how Divine ! 
For gifts, our numbering power above, 

Adoring praise be Thine. 

A blessing on the coming year ! 

God, the wish fulfil ; 
In all its changes be thou near, 

A loving Father still : 
Pleasure shall brighten in thy smile ; 

Grief wipe away her tears : 
Thy care all other cares beguile, 

Thy fear all other fears. 
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A blessing on the coming year I 

A blessing on our fraends, 
On those whose fellowship so dear 

Earth's passing gifts transcends : 
Shine, God of love, in every heart ; 

So shall each year below 
More of the bliss of heaven impart^ 

That heaven to which we go. 

A bkssing on the coming year ! 

A blessing for the poor ; 
Let sweet compassion now draw near 

The lowly cottage door ; 
Where poverty in secret weeps. 

Where sickness pines away, 
Mercy her happy Christmas keeps, 

Hex; dearest holiday, 

Ood*8 blessing on the, coming year. 

We for our country pray ; 
With grateful joy, with holy fear, 

Acknowledgiog His sway : 
He reigneth, King of Heaven, alone, 

But stoopeth from above, 
A Father's tender name to own, 

** Emmanuel ! '' " God is love ! " 



ANOTHER STORY FROM SAMOA. 
{CoTtcluded Jrom jpage 182.) 

Shall. X tell you another curious story ? There is a 
uUll^ 04 ManonQ called Salua, and anotiher called 
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Saleiataua, and then a liUle way off, to the west of 
Hanono, tliere is a small isle which was once the mouth 
of a volcano, called Apolima. One day there was 
a Samoan god passing through Salua, and saw 
a woman drawing water at a small river. He asked 
her to give him a drink, but she would not. The 
god at once became very angry, and, instead of 
urging his request, he went and drank up all the river, 
and then walked away with it in his mouth imtil he 
came to Saleiatana. His cheeks were so much distended, 
that he caused quite a stir in the village on his arrival. 
Everybody saw that he had got something unusual in 
his mouth, and the people were all bent upon knowing 
what it was. The god walked on, and would neither 
speak nor open his mouth. At last one rude fellow 
stole up behind him, and ventured to tickle him. This 
made him titter, and by so doing a quantity of the- 
river spirted out of his mouth. Such a shower fell as 
to form all the water-holes of Saleiatana, which have 
continued to the present day. He then went over the 
sea to Apolima, and poured out the remainder of the 
river there, which began to flow at once, and has con- 
tinued to do so ever since. 

You have perhaps been saying, "O, but I know 
better than that ; rivers don't begin in that way.'* 
No, of course they don't. It was very foolish to think 
so. But it is also very foolLsh for Hindus to think 
that their great river, the Ganges, is a god, nor less so 
for the Abyssinian to worship the Nile. People believe 
anything almost until they know GK)d and believe on 
the Lord Jesus Christ, and then they cease to believe 
the lies and foolish stories of men. There are many 
poor Heathens yet who don't know what you know, 
but who, like Samoans, are learning, and will ono day 
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find their way to heaven, I hope by means][of your kind 

help and prayers. 

I am youre very affectionately, 

* Martin Dyson, 

, Manono, Samoa, March 15f A, 1862. 



LETTER FROM MRS. HUTCHEOK^ 
{f)ondvded from page 187.) 

HIHDU WIDOWS. 

Ih India children are betrothed when only a few years old; 
^nd if the intended hnsband die, even before marriage, the poor 
:girl is doomed to be a widow for life. In happy England the Tety 
name, "widow/* commands sympathy and respect; bat in India 
it is a term of reproach and contempt. She beoomes the 
domestic dradge, the one whose acquaintance is to be shunned 
by all, and who is often treated with great cruelty : for the 
Hindns believe it is because of some on in a former birth that 
•this great calamity befikUs them. 

Well^ our sympathy was aroused, and I addressed my con- 
versation to the despised one. But looking, at me with a groan, 
and a depth of sadness in her fine dark eye, her only reply was, 
Nana/gt hahaia aramdna; that is, "To me there is great 
dishonour," and went and sat down humbly behind the others. 
O how I longed to tell her that " a husband to the widow is God 
in his holy habitation ! " 

Garlands of flowers were then hung round our necks, small 
bouquets were placed in our hands, betel-nut and leaf, which 
natives constantly chew, oranges, limes, and sweetmeats were 
presented to us ; and we took leave, mutually pleased with our 
visit. 

' Anotiier native gentleman asked us to visit him; and he. 
urged me to teach his ladies " some good customs.*' Th^ made, 
me mi with them at a distance from the gentlemen, and I 
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imdorweat a most tiioroagh ftxaTniiiation. Some of their qiieatioii» 
would amnBe yon. For instance: "Hov do yon spend yonr 
timer* ''Can yon sew, cook, and do otiier kinds of work, as 
well as read 1 " '' How many meals hare yon each day 1 " " Do> 
yonr serrants give yon what they like^ or do you giye ordera 1 " 
•*Why are yon dressed in black, and wear so few jewels V* 
and, "How is your skin so white, while ours is so darkr'*and 
80 on. As I tried to satisfy their curiosity on these points, 
the giggling and chattering were quite amusing. We did 
not leaye without mentioning, as much as we dared, the 
blessedness of that religion which makes us to differ. One of 
the ladies has since made and sent me a wax flower, a»a token 
of friendship. 

Since then, I am sorry to say, the whole family have 
gcfne on pilgrimage to Samnad, a sacred place some fire 
hundred miles distant^ on purpose to obtain merit, and be fitted 
for hearen, by bathing in its holy waters. On their return, I 
hffpe to try whether our. Moidship cannot senre aa an opening, 
foe my Instoicting them. But being the only Missionary's wife- 
oti this station, I cannot, single-banded, meet all its require- 
ments. Will you, my dear young friends, while thanking God 
for the great priyilegea you ei^oy, remember to pray for such aa 
have not these advantages, and for those who are trying to teack 
them, that they may obtain acoesa not only to their homes, but 
also to their hearts ] B^ere me to be 

Your sincere friend,, 

JlSSIB HUTCHEOK^ 

City of Mysore, India, April 91h, 1862. 



" I CAN DO IT FOR CHRIST.*" 

Mbs« Masok says,:— Of all the Karens near Toung- 
LoOy the Bgbais are the most warlike, and it was a 
question of a good deal of ajudetj as to who should 
yiNitmr^ among them as a teacher of Christianitj. 
'Pinallj^ I asked my Tutauman who sboold go; 
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*^ Don't know," lie replied, and sat for some m{nTites> 
in deep thought; then, looking up verj sadly and 
timidlj^ te said : — ^ 

*' I wish I ftftew enough to g»to the BghaieiL'* 

^Bsrhaps 70a do, or if not, God can make iwragh,** 
Mr. Mason answered. 

This man, Shapan, had lost his wife and all his 
children, hut one. He looked sorrow-stricken; that 
WW all that was remarkahle about him. ^apau'said 
he felt a strong desire to work among the Karens. 
This was- why he came and offered his services for this 
journey to Tounghoo. We became attached to- 
Shapau, because he was always trying to improve him- 
self, as well as to do good to others ; so, when he 
made that reply, I felt sure God was calling him, 
and, therefore, sat down at once and began to cate- 
chise him in the Scriptures. He had studied but 
little, but had been a pupil of the Eev. Mr. Benton* 
I think we sat two hours, when he looieed up delighted*. 
** Why, Mama, I didn't think I knew half so much ! " 
he said, as innocently as a child. Finally, I told him 
he could teach the Bghaas; but asked if he could be 
willing to give up his child and home, and go and live 
with such kidnappers, and dog-eaters too. 

** Don't know,'* he answered. Then, besides, I had 
to tell him that he knew the Teacher paid him as his 
boatman fifbeeen rupees per month ; but if he went 
to the Bghais, he could give him only four rupees. 

** Would you go for that?" I asked, after giving 
hin a sketch of the old Gospel Bangers in Britain and 
America. Shapau took his Testament and went out. 
He was absent some time : but when ha appeared 
again, his face shone with unearthly radiance ; at least 
it struck me so as he came in. 

Well, Shapau," Mr. Mason asked, (for he had 
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heard our conversation,) ^* what is the decision ? Can 
jon go to the Bghais for four rupees the month ? ** 

" No, Teacher," very solemnly, " I could not go for 
four rupees the month ; hut I can do it for Christ," 
And he went. There was deep meaning in that eye, 
and in that grasp of the hand, when he said, ^' I can 
do it for Christ,'' 

That man has since been ordained, has baptized 
nearly a thousand Bghais, has established some forty 
churches, and has since gone on another Mission to 
the Bed Karens. ''For I say unto you. That unto 
every one which hath shall he ffiven,*' t»aith the faithful 
Promisor. 



CHAPEL AT WYNBERG, CAPE OF GOOD 

HOPE. 

ThT8 chapel that you see is in a far distant country, 
where there are some English people living, but 
where the natives are heathen. It looks like a nice 
little chapel, does it not P And if you were there, you 
would be delighted with the loveliness of the country 
around it. There you would see the most beautiful 
flowers, and have as much as you could eat of the most 
delicious fruit, — grapes, pine-apples, peaches, and many 
other kinds. The part of South Africa where this 
ciiapel is built is very beautiful and fertile. This is 
not the case with all the country : many parts are rocky, 
fiandy deserts. 

It is rather a 'small chapel, and will not hold many 
kondred people ; but then if the people who attend 
tiiere are converted, they will want to tell their 
countrymen the good news, and will go to the villages 
about, and tell of the love of Christ to sinners, and their 
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Keatbexi friends will listen to them, and perhaps thej, 
in their turn, wiU do the same, and so the knowledge 
of the Christian religion wiU spread. I will teU jou 
two little stories ; one about a chapel in South Africa, 
and another about a school. 

THE DEAD OrriCEE. 

The natives of South Africa do not like to touch a 
dead body, and they think that any place is defiled or 
made unclean if a dead body is put in it : even the 
Christian natives have this feeling. A few years ago, 
when the Kaffirs were fighting against the English, ipi , 
one of their battles a young English officer was killed. 
The fight took place not very far from a Wesleyan 
Mission-station. The Missionary took the body of the 
young officer and buried it in the Mission chapel ; for 
he knew that even the heathens considered the chapel 
a sacred place, and would not go into it to take the 
body out: if the officer had been buried anywhere 
else, the Kaffirs would have dug the corpse up agaift,. 
and ill-treated it. But after the young man wa». 
buried in the chapel, the Christian Kaffirs would nod 
worship there, " No," they said, " the place is un- 
clean." When the news of this was sent to England, 
it was told to the mother of the young officer. She 
was very much obliged to the Missionary for whaii 
he had done, and she gave two hundred pounds to 
build a new chapel instead of the one which was the. 
tomb of her dearly-loved son, 

THE CONJUBINO TJWCK. 

Not many months ago a Missionary in South Afnca 
was going to build a school. There were many Christ*, 
tian natives at the place, who had promised to g^ve> 
mbsoriptions to help pay for the school, just a^ we dO; 
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in England. It so Happened that a gentleman, a 
Magistrate, was travelling in that part of the country, 
and the Missionary asked him to lay the foundalaon- 
stone. It was done as we do it in England, only I do 
not know if the gentleman had a silver trowel ; I should 
rather think not. There was a bottle, in which were 
)mt some coins and a few papers ; this bottle was put 
under the stone, and the ceremony was performed all in 
proper order. Now what do you think the foolish Nama« 
quas thought about this bottle that was buried P They 
isaid it was witchorafb, and that by this ceremony the 
Missionary had conveyed all their country to the Eng* 
iish. It was no use for the Missionary to tell them it 
was not so : they would not believe him, neither would 
they give the subscriptions they had promised, or help 
to build. 

These Namacquas are often playing conjuring tricks 
themselves, and they thought the Missionary had 
done the same. 



THE GATHERED FLOWEE. 

*' ' Who pluck'd this rose ?• 
* The Master.' 
The gardener weepeth, but is silent. 
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A DEAB little child has gone to heaven from China. 
She was the daughter of Mr. Fiercy, Missionary at 
Canton. He says, "Our first great family sorrow 
presses on us, — our little darling girl is * not ! * She 
died on the 22d, and we laid her little body in a 
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pleasant spot on the east of the city, under a clump of 
feathery bamboos. She had a long sickness, and 
although we saw not much probability of her recovery 
long ago, yet it is a deep sorrow to miss her little form 
in our family. Jesus had the first claim, however, and 
we rejoice that she is safe in His loving arms." 

You have read about Mrs. Piercy's Chinese school, 
and have seen a picture of some of the girls in th& 
school ; and I am sure you will be sorry that Mrs. 
Piercy has lost her only little daughter. 

Mr. and Mrs. Piercy have had another great trials 
besides the loss of their little one. Their new house, 
which they had taken such pains to build, was blowb 
down by a terrible hurricane — a typhoon, as they 
call it in China. Mrs. Piercy was away from home 
with her sick child when this misfortune happened ;. 
and when she returned home, instead of the nice, com- 
fortable home she had left, there was^ nothing but a 
heap of ruins. 

Are you not sorry for her and Mr. Piercy, too, 
who will have so much trouble over again in rebuild- 
ing his house ? Perhaps it will comfort them to know 
how sorry we are, and that we will remember them in 
our prayers, that God may comfort and support thena 
in all their troubles. 



THE KEAPER AND THE FLOWERS, 

Tjbcsbe is a reaper, whose name is Death, 

And, with his sickle keen. 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath. 

And the flowers that grow between. 
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" Shall I have nought that is fair/* saith he, 
" Have nought but the bearded grain ! 

Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me, 
I win give them all back again.'* 

He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 

He kiss'd their drooping leaves ; 
It was for the Lord of Paradise 

He bound them in his sheaves. 

"My Lord has need of these flowerets gay,*' 

The reaper said, and smiled: 
*^Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

Where he was once a child." 

" They shall all bloom in fields of light, 

Transplanted by my care ; 
And saints upon their garments white 

These sacred blossoms wear." 

And the mother gave, in tears and pain, 

The flowers she most did love ; 
She knew she could find them all i^ain 

In the fields of light above. 

O, not in cruelty, not in wrath. 

The reaper came that day !; 
'T was an angel visited the green earth. 

And took the flowers away. 
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MY OWN BIBLE. 

Do yoa know, my dear children, the pleasure of 
thaving a Bible all your own f All the treasures of 
the world are not worth eo much as this precious 
Book ! Think that it is the word of Ood ; the word 
which directs us, which consoles us, which strengthens 
us, which makes us rejoice. There are some people 
who would give a great deal to have a Bible. I have 
lately heard a story of a little girl who contrived a 
singular way to procure one. 

She li?ed in a little village in the mountuns of 

Aveyron ; and there they have not the happiness to 

: see colporteurs, who bring Bibles to the inhabitants. 

^She was told that at Nimes one could be bought for 

three francs. 

This poor little girl had no money ; but she had two 
^rabbits of her own. She resolved to go on foot to 
Nimes, which is twenty-five leagues from her village, 
»and she carried her two rabbits with her. Arrived at 
'.the city, she went to a bookseller, and proposed to lum 
iK) exchange her two rabbits for a Bible, to which he 
K^onsented. Bejoiced with her bargain, she returned 
io her mountains, happy to have in her possession the 
rprecious Book she had desired so long. 
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GOING TO INDIA, AND WHAT WAS TO BE 
SEEN WHEN I GOT THEKE. 

Our voyage was pleasant, we had a very good ship, 
and the weather was fine, excepting now and then the 
wind hlew a gale, and we were tossed ahout more than 
we liked. 

We saw great numbers of flying-fish leaping out 
of the water, their fins glistening in the sun and 
looking like wings. Once we saw a waterspout • it was 
quite near to us, and we were afraid that it would 
hui^st over our vessel ; but we were very glad to see it 
move off in another direction. Had it burst over our 
ship, perhaps it would have sunk it ; at any rate, we 
should have had a deluge of water on board. 

One morning, just as I was dressed, somebody called 
out, " Come and see a shark that the sailors have just 
caught." I went on deck, and there was the great 
ugh' creature lashing its tail in a great rage ; it 
knocked down a sailor with a blow of its tail. The 
monster was soon killed, and some of its flesh was 
cooked. I did not taste ifc ; but the sailors say it is 
not such bad eating. 

After a voyage of three months, we got to Madras. 
I did not much like the thoughts of landing, because 
the sea rolls on the shore i;i great waves, and boats are 
sometimes upset in the surf, as these great waves are 
called. There was a large, clumsy-looking boat came 
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to the side of the ship, which we got into. The boat- 
men were black men : they were very clever, and 
managed to take us over the high waves without even 
getting wet. 

I did not stay long in Madras, but set out to go to 
my home, which was to be in a village many miles o% 
where I was to live, and have a school of little Hindu 
girls to teach. I travelled in a palankeen, and the 
bearers carried me along very nicely at first. Our 
road lay through a jungle, where they said you 
sometimes see tigers, and serpents, and other wild 
beasts. One day, as we were travelling in this same 
jungle, we heard a roar, and, to our great horror, we 
saw an immense tiger just ready to spring. I suppose 
he was after some animal that he saw ; for, with one 
bound, he crossed the road behind us, plunged into 
the grass on the other side, and we saw him no 
moro. 

One night the men put down the palankeen in 
the road, in the middle of the jungle, and went 
away, and left me by myself. The moon was shining 
brightly, the cocoa-nut trees were gently waving in 
the breeze ; but I could not enjoy the scenery, betjause 
I was afraid of wild beasts coming to me. By and by, 
as I lay, I heard a rustling in the trees, and a wild 
animal leaped across into the road, jumped on me as I 
lay in the palankeen, and then, happily, jumped out 
on the other side : it was a wild cat, a very fierce 
animal. I was very thankful it went off so quickly. 
After a time the bearers came back, took me up, 
and carried me on. One day we heard an elephant, 
but did not see it. I was very glad when we got 
through these jungles. 

Soon after we came to a river that we had to 
cross; there was no bridge, no boat. How werr 
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we to get over? You shall hear. The bearers 
took the palankeen (and me in it) on their heads, 
they then walked into the water. Soon the water 
came up to their waists, then to their shoulders. 
I was rather frightened, hut lay very still ; and, after 
a little while, we got safe to the other side. There 
was a heathen temple on the banks of the river : it 
was a very famous one, and pilgrims and devotees were 
crowding to it from all parts, to worship the ugly god 
that was there. I was very glad when my journey 
was finished, and I reached the place that was to be 
my home. The school-children were waiting to wel- 
come me. The school looked very pretty, shaded by 
tamarind trees, with monkeys skipping about on the 
branches. 

And now I must say, Good bye. I think I shall be 
very happy here, and hope I shall be very useful. 

Your loving Friend. 



MISSIONARY COLLECTION, BUNTINGVILLE, 

SOUTH AFRICA. 

We have just made our Missionary collection here, and 
have realized the noble sum of £52. All sorts of things 
are given by the Kaffirs : some give money, others cattle, 
others goats and com, and little children bring bundles 
of wood. It is easy to give with the hand, and yet 
withhold the heart from God! Many persons at a 
distance also bring something as a token ot good-will. 
Last year a Chief brought a goat, and afterwards 
asked me for a present, saying he had given his goat. 
I replied, the goat was not given to me, but to God. 
"Ah, yes ! '* said he, "it's right for us, the children 
of God, to bring our subscriptions." 
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THE COMPLAINTS OF THE POOR. 

" And wherefore do the poor complain ? " 

The rich man ask'd of me ; 
*' Come, walk abroad with me," I said, 

'• And I will answer thee.'* 

'T was evening, and the frozen streets 

Were cheerless to behold, 
And we were wrapp'd and coated well, 

And yet we were a-cold. 

We met an old, bare-headed man, 
His locks were few and white ; 

I ask'd him what he did abroad 
in that cold winter's night. 

" 'T was bitter keen, indeed," he said, 

But at home no fire had he ; 
And therefore he had come abroad 

To ask for charity. 

We met a young, bare-footed child. 
And she begg'd loud and bold ; 

I ask'd her what she did abroad 
When the wind it blew so cold. 

She said her father was at home, 

And he lay sick a-bed ; 
And therefore was it she was sent 

Abroad to beg for bread. 

We saw a woman sitting down 

Upon a stone to rest ; 
She had a baby at her back, 

And another at her breast. 
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I ask*d her why she loiter'd there 
When the wind it was so chill ; 
, She turn'd her head, and hade the child 
That scream'd behind, be still. 

She told us that her husband served, 

A soldier, far away ; 
And therefore to her parish she 

Was begging back her way. 

I turn'd me to the rich man then, — 

For silently stood he, — 
" You ask'd me why the poor complainy 

And these have answer'd thee.'* 



THE MISSIONAEY APOSTLE. 

A SHORT time ago, dear children, you were told 
about the first Mission ; how Christ bade His disciples 
go into all the world and preach the Gospel to every 
creature. 

I am now goin^^ to give you a short account of one 
whom we may well call the "Missionary Apostle.*' 
There was a great crowd in Jerusalem. Men were 
hurrying along the streets to see what it meant ; 
and they were very loud and excited. And what 
was it ? Ah, children ! these poor ignorant Jew* 
were killing Stephen, the devout Stephen ; they were- 
making him the first martyr. They were stoning him 
to death with gfeat stones, though his face all the 
while shone on them bright and calm, like the face of 
an angel. And there was a young man there who 
took care of the clothes of those that killed him j for 
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m Eastern Countries tliere is a long outer garment 
worn, which the men throw off when they set about 
doing anything, because it gets in th^ way. This 
young man who took care of the clothes was named 
Saul. He was a Pharisee. He was very clever, and 
well brought up; but he hated the Christians, and 
thought he 'was pleashig God by persecuting them ; so- 
he did all he could to find them out and put them in^ 
prison. 

One day he was sent with some soldiers to Da"- 
mascus, another Eastern city, to kill and imprisons 
all the followers of Jesus whom he could find, and to' 
put an end to this new sect, as it was called. But he- 
was stopped on the way. The Lord Jesus stopped^ 
him, and made Himself known to him, and touched 
his heart. Now he went on his way humbly ; he was 
led into the city by the hand, for fce could not see. 
The light from heaven had blinded his eyes for a 
little while ; but his soul's eyes saw more clearly, for 
they saw that he had been a wicked sinner, persecuting 
the Lord Jesus. So he went and lodged in Damascus ; 
and God sent a good old disciple to him, to instruct 
him, and restore his sight, and baptize him in the 
name of Jesus. 

And so it came to pass, that the cruel perse* 
cutor became the humble believer, — one of the very 
people whom he had at first tried to destroy. The 
others would hardly believe it at first, till they saw 
how changed he was. From that time Saul (who 
was afterwards called Paul) gave all his life 'and 
strength to the Missionary work. He .could not rest 
without preaching the Gt)spel. He loved Jesus so 
mucb, that he wanted all the world to love Him too, 
and he was happy when he suffered for His sake. He 
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•suffered all sorts of dangers. Sometimes he was impri- 
-soned and loaded with chains, sometimes he was cruelly 
beaten, sometimes he was shipwrecked, once he was 
-stoned ; hut still he went on preaching the Gospel. He 
travelled from town to town, from country to country ; 
»and when he was turned out of one place, he went to 
another, and endured all sorts of hardships. Do you 
think his was a very unhappy and miserable life ? O, 
no ! he glories in his sutt'erings. He knew there was 
.a crown laid up for him in heaven ; so all he cared for 
upon earth was to do his Master's will. Read the 
^account of him in the Acts of the Apostles, and in his 
•own Epistles, or letters, and you will see what he 
thought about it. And what was the end of it all ? 
And how did this great, good, brave man die ? He 
was three years a prisoner at Kome, and then the 
•wicked Emperor Kero ordered him tjo be killed ; so he 
was led out from prison and beheaded ; and then his 
liappy spirit fled to his Saviour's presence. The good 
ifight was fought, the course was run, and now he 
wears the crown. 

Children, his Master is ours ; his work is ours too. 
JLet us do our duty, and we too shall one day join the 
^reat Missionary Apostle in casting our crowns of glory 
uit the Redeemer's feet. 



THOU GOD SEEST ME. 

Whebb'sr I am, whatever I do, 
My heart vi naked to thy view ; 
O may I ever mindful be, 
' The* all-seeing Eye is fix'd on me 1 



KRISHNA, THU GOD OF PLEASURE. 

E^QLTSH children do not know how aad- and neg- 
lected arc the heathen little one? ; or how great ia the 
moral darkness in which they live. They are not even 
"tinned to truth and honesty ; for the poor Hindus are 
the greatest liare on the face of the earth. And little 
■wonder, when we consider what sort of goda the com- 
anon people are taught to worship. This is a sketch 
of a little Hindu idol. It is Krishna, the god of 
pleasure, and it represents a child stealing a pot of 
^^utter. Look at the expression of sly cunning in its 
face, and you will not be surprised at the want of 
honesty and virtue in children who are brought up to 
■worship such miserable deities. 

Let us, then, work as hard as we can to send Mis- 
sionaries to these heathen countries, who will gather 
the little ones into schools, and teach them to love and 
fear God, and speak the truth. 
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SOBEOWFUi NEWS FROM THE MISSIONS. 

Yoir wiHl ibe very sorry, dear children, to hear that 
Mrs. Pin^ney iii India, and Mrs. Champness in 
Western Miriea, have been called home to heaven. 
Tbey loved children, and have often written letters to 
you from >bhe heathen countries where they lived. 
They weire -eo sorry for the poor little heathen chil- 
<da*eu ; and they wanted you to pray for them, and try 
and help ithem. 

Mrs. iChampness was living in Abbeokuta: this is 
not far iirom Dahomey, where that cruel King lives 
'who kills «o many people. Sometimes he murders 
liundreds art a^time. He says he will go to Abbeokuta 
;and make war against it ; and if he should be victorious, 
^ve cannot tell how many people he will cruelly murder. 

But, though Mrs. Champness knew that the King 
•of. Dahomey vwas getting ready to go to war with 
the people amongst whom she was living, she was 
o^ot afraid ; she had a bra^ heart ; and, like a heroine 
as she was, she said, " Let him come, — we will soon let 
him know that he cannot conquer us.'* She never 
thought of running away, or forsaking the poor people 
.among whom ihey wea?e living. But God, in His great 
mercy, has taken her to Himself. Safely lodged in 
^heaven, she is out of all danger from cruel heathens. 
Are you not soiry for her bereaved husband, left alone 
in danger and distress ? For the King of Dahomey is 
«till expected, and Mr. Champness cannot leave the 
town for fear of being itaken prisoner. He has been 
\ery ill. O, how gladly would he follow his dear wife 
to heaven ! But ho strives to rouse himself ; for he 
knows how she cloved the work, and how precious the 
«ouls of the. heathens wore an her sight. 
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Mrs. Pinkney had lived many years in India. 
She loved the little Hindu girls very much, and spent 
a great deal of her time in the schools that she had 
formed ; and just hefore she died she was full of plans, 
ahout her schools, how she should increase them, and 
she was very busy trying to get money to build a new 
school-room. 

Mrs. Pinkney did not think she was going to die so- 
soon. She was poorly, and went with her husband 
from home for a short time, thinking the change 
would do her good. But she was suddenly taken 
worse ; and before doctor or friends could go to her, 
she slept the sleep of death. She calmly fell asleep on 
earth, and woke in heaven. Now a very sorrowful 
part of this account is, that Mrs. Pinkney has left eight 
children. Three of them are in England, and five 
little ones were with her when she died. The two 
youngest were twins, eighteen months old. When 
their poor mamma died, they had only their ayahs, or 
native servants, with them. There were no English 
people, in the place, so their poor mamma had to be 
taken to Toomkoor, about fourteen miles distant, to 
be put in her coffin that was to be made there. 

The native servants, or ayahs, as they are called, 
did not know how English people were buried ; so they 
dressed their mistress as if she were going out, with 
her best dress, shawl, and bonnet, and thus she was 
taken in a coach to Toomkoor. When she arrived there,, 
she looked as if she were lying in a sweet sleep. The 
same day she was buried ; for in those hot countries- 
they are obliged to bury their dead out of sight. 

In a few days the poor little children were taken to- 
Toomkoor. Mrs. Sanderson, the kind Missionary's 
wife there, had these little ones with her. She talked 
to them about their dear mother ; but they did not* 
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seem to understand that she was dead. At last, the 
eldest little girl asked to see their mother's grave ; so 
in the evening, when the smi was down, they were 
taken to see the grave. They took with them a child's 
carriage. When they got to the grave, the dear 
children cried, " O, mamma, mamma ! come hack ! do 
come hack !" The ayahs wept for the loss of their 
kind mistress ; while the dear children stood round 
the grave, saying, " Poor mamma ! " Teddy, a bright 
little fellow about four years old, who had always 
shown much affection for his mamma, said to the- 
others, " Come, let us dig her up, and take her &\vay.'*^ 
And when he found he could not do this, he cried, and 
called out, "Get up, mamma, and sit down in the 
little carriage, and we will take you away." Poor little 
fellow, he did not know that his dear. mamma will not 
rise till the resurrection of the just at the last day. 
These dear children will soon be coming to England. 
They will have to take a long voyage without their 
dear mother to talce care of them ; but God will care 
for these dear children. You, who have loving, tender 
mothers, think of these poor little children, and pray 
for them. 

The death of Mrs. Dean, of Batticaloa, is deeply 
regretted by a large circle of friends, and particularly 
by tlie women and children of the native congregation 
and schools at Batticaloa. 



WHAT THE HINDUS THINK. 

Soma of the Hindus think that if they touch an English per- 
son, or even a Hindu of a lower caste than themselves, they 
shall become unclean. Mrs. Sanderson was once travelling 
in India with her husband and children, and at the place 
where they were going to spend the night there was no- 
lodging home for them, so the priests allowed them to remain 
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in the open front of their temple, where they hung up a 
curtain, and made themselves comfortale. The • door of the 
fihrlne being unlocked, Mrs. Sanderson took the liberty of 
looking at their goddeds Durgamma, which is a big doll, dressed 
in white muslin, and adorned with flowers. In most places the 
people were very anxious to obtain books; for it is doubtful 
if the place had ever been visited by Missionaries before; 
4ind after the Missionaries had done preaching in the streets, 
numbers of men and boys would follow them, and crowd into 
the verandah. This was not always very convenient or plea- 
-sant, especially when they were taking their meals. Mrs. 
Sanderson's little boy occasionally amused himself by running 
in amongst them, when they would fly in every direction like 
leaves before the autumn blast, exhibiting in their countenances 
ibDth terror and amusement. The child's touch would have been 
pollution, and it would have taken I do not know how many 
ceremonies and ablutions to have got rid of the defilement. 
The little boy did not know this ; and when his mamma asked 
him why the people ran away, "0,"he replied, "because they think 
that I shall eat them up." His mamma tried to explain the 
true reason; but the child found it difficult to comprehend, 
and inquired, " Do they think, mamma, that I am not washed 
clean?" What a great work has to be done in India before all 
rthese deluded people become Christians ! In the Mysore coun- 
try alone there are thirty-seven thousand towns and villages. 
THow vast the number of souls who have never heard the name 
^of Jesus ! May you, my dear young readers, be blessed with 
(greater Missionary zeal, and be led to ofler more earnest 
jprayers for the salvation of the Heathen ! 
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THE ESCAPE OP THE OEPHANS. 

I THINK our young Missionary friends will like to 
. hear about the adventure three little Mission boys 
met with a short time ago, when travelling in 
India. 

The boys* names are as follows : Thomas, the 
eldest, William, the second, and Julab Singh, the 
third. This last boy was brought to us, having 
been found under a bridge, where he had hid himself. 
He coidd not stand, and did not speak for two 
weeks after he was brought to us. We learned that 
he was an orphan, and that the extreme cruelty of 
his sister had driven him to his strange hiding-place. 
He is nbw a fine hearty lad. 

These boys were in the care of a native Christian 
servant, and were leisurely coming down a hiU, 
when suddenly a fierce leopard sprang from a 
thicket, and attempted to seize the youngest boy. 
Tlie servant, who was leading him by the hand, 
thrust him quickly back, and presented his own 
body to the leopaa*d, at the same time pointing a 
stick directly toward him, and also steadfastly eyeing 
him. There they all stood for a few moments, as if 
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# spell-bound; the three affirighted, shrinking boys iu 
the background, and the courageous man standing in 
front of them, boldly confronting the ferocious beast. 
The guardian care of our heavenly Father was dis- 
played in saving these lads, who had but just begun to 
learn of Him; for the animal slowly and silently 
retired from the defenceless group. Thank G-od that 
he did so, and unharmed they piu'sued their way in 
safety. 

This leopard had long been a resident of that part of 
the hills. Several natives had been killed by him, 
and many hunters, both native and European, had 
tried to find his lurking-place. But all their efforts 
have been unsuccessful. The wily creature keeps 
very still when armed men are on his track, and never 
attacks them. 



CHILDREN GOING TO JESUS PROM INDIA. 

" Happt the children who are gone 
To see their Saviour face to face, 
And stand all-glorions at His throne, 

Wash'd in His hlood, and saved by grace." 

Children in England often die, but much oftener in India. 
The climate is very unhealthy, and there is a dreadful disease 
called the cholera, which carries off many after a few hours illness. 
They are perhaps quite well in the morning, and in the evening 
gone. 

A Missionary's wife once lost about twenty children out 
of her school Iiy death. One little girl, six years old, was taken 
ill; the parei^ts were Catholics, and sent for the Priest. The 
little girl told him she had no need of his services. " Why so V 
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said the Priest. " I am/' said the child, "going to Jesns.'* " How 
do you know thisi" the Priest replied. " Because he died to 
sare sinners, and he has said, ' Suffer little children to come 
unto me, and forhid them not ; for of such is the kingdom of 
heaven.' " The child died the same day, and the Priest afterwards 
spoke of it with astonishment. 

Another little girl was suddenly seized with cholera. Those 
who are ill with this disease are generally in so much pain and 
weakness that they cannot talk. This little girl, when near her 
end, said, " Mother, please to give me a little water ; you need 
not fear that it will hurt me ; my complaint is the cholera, and 
I know that I shall die." The mother said, "And are you then 
going to leave me ]'* " Yes, mother," she replied, '* I love you 
very much, but I love my Saviour more, and I must now leave 
you and go to him." 
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The Saviour whom they loved below 
Hath kindly wiped their tears away ; 

No sin, no sorrow there they know. 
But dwell in one eternal day." 
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GOD'S PROMISE IS TRUE. 

You know, dear caildren, there are a great many magazines 
besides the Juvenile Offering, — so many that the first day 
of the month is quite a busy day in London, where most of 
them are printed. Hundreds of these paper messengers then 
set forth, like a fleet of little vessels putting out to sea ; and 
each one has its own peculiar course, and its own sort of cargo. 
Some come to the little children, with simple stories and kind 
words of truth and love ; some to those who are older, and can 
read harder words ; some to Sunday-school Teachers, to cheer 
them in their work ; and some even to great, ani wise, and 
learned men, about things you do not understand yet. But all 
come forth from that wonderful machine called the printing- 
press : for which we ought to be very thankful : for, before it 
was found out, all books had to be written with a pen, and a 
long and weary work it was. 

Now, you cannot see all these magazines : and yet sometimes 
there are things in them we should like you to know; and to- 
night we have heard a story read, from a Magazine, which 
we wish all our little readers — shall we say, particularly our 
boy readers? — to see and to think about. We shall copy 
it almost exactly, just leaving out the hard words, if we find 
any. It is a story which a Clergyman told at a Church Mis- 
sionary Meeting. 

THE STORY OP THE PRAYING BOYS. 

In a country far away from this, when the people, thought 
idols of wood and stone could save them, a good Missionary 
opened. a school to teach the chidren about God and Jesus 
Christ. Many camo and were taught. One day they read the 
twenty-first chapter of Matthew. When they, came to the 
twenty-second verse, (look for it, dear children,) the Teacher 
said, "Now, think of this promise; God* made it. Tou all 
know that your sins have made him angry. Lei me advise 
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you to kneel down, put your prayer on the verse, and tell God 
you are sinners, that you wish for pardon, and for new hearts, 
and that you take courage from this promise to ask him to do 
it for you now. Ask this in the name of Jesus, and he will 
hear you." 

After the Teacher had left the room, the little boys were 
talking together. We have not room to tell j'ou all ; but, at 
last, one of them said, " I should like to know whether this 
promise is really true, and whether God would give us children 
what we ask for. Suppose we tryl We three will meet toge- 
ther, and ask God to give us new hearts. Perhaps he will not 
hear such little ones as we are ; at any rate we can but ask." 
■So they agreed to meet at six o'clock in the morning in, the 
school-room. 

They got up and dressed in the dark, and knelt down and 
'told God what they wanted ; and asked him to teach them how 
to ask for it. As soon as it was light, they found the chapter 
in their Testament : they knelt down again, and, with their 
finger placed on the verse, in their own simple language, they 
pleaded with God to fulfil his promise, and said they asked it 
in the name of Jesus. 

They continued for some time thus to meet together. One 
morning the Teacher saw one of the!?e boys weeping. " What 
is the matter, James V* he asked, " what are you weeping for ] " 
'" Nothing particular. Sir," said he ; and he turned aside. 
" Well, but boys do not cry for nothing ; what is it ails you ] " 
•John stepped up, and he said, "If you please. Sir, he is not 
weeping for sorrow, but foi* gladness. You told us that promise 
was true ; and we have been asking God to give us new hearts, 
and we feel it is true ; for God has given what we asked for. 
He has taken our old hearts away and given us new ; and we 
cannot help weeping for joy." 

Then their Teacher asked how they knew their hearts were 
new. " 0," they said, " we used to love play more than 
prayer ; but now playing is dull compared to praying to Jesus ! 
Our thoughts run after him ; we df eam of him at night, and 
-think of him by day ; and all we want now is to love him 
more, and to get others to love him too." And this they tried 
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to do ; aad soon many of their school-fellows began to praf , and* 
to find that God's promise was true. 

Then the boys began to think about their Heathen friend's ; 
and one day one of them said to the Teacher, " If you please. Sir, 

I should like to go to , and tell my friends about Jesus. I 

shall be very sorry to leave my Teacher and my school ; but I 
cannot bear to stay here without telling them they may be 
saved." His kind friend said, " Continue, my lad, to pray for 
them ; but you are too young yet to go alone among the Hea- 
then." The boy turned away quite disappointed. 

Some months after, one of the others came with an anxioa» 
face, and said, " If you please. Sir, you gave John little encou- 
ragement when he spoke to you about going as a Missionary ; 
but I cannot rest without teJling you how much I long to go 
too, — my friends worship idols. 0, if I do not tell them of the 
Saviour, how shall I bear to look them in the face at the judg- 
ment-day I I know I am very ignorant ; but I know there is 
one way for a sinner to be saved, and that is through Jesus 
Christ. God will help me to tell them this, and the Holy- 
Spirit can bless what the feeblest child can say. I fear God 
will be angry with me if I do not go." "Well," said the 
Missionary, "I will object no longer: go, and may God go 
with you and bless your efforts ; and, till you leave, come to 
me every day, and I will try to teach you how to teach others." 

In a very short time, these dear boys left their beloved 
Teacher and school, to tell their Heathen countrymen that 
Jesus had died that they might live ; and now, if you go to 

, you may see them labouring £a.ithfully for the conversion 

of the Heathen. 

We could tell you more, dear children, of the good this story- 
did among some English Sunday-scholars who heard it read ; 
but we would rather ask whether you, like them, will not follow, 
the example of these dear boys ? O, try for yourselves whether 
God's promise is not true \ Seek for new hearts yourselves ; 
and then look round upon the world and say, " Lord, what 
wouldst thou have me to (}o 1 " 
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MATTHEW XXI. 15, 16. 

Childbed once were heard to sing. 

When so many silent were ; 
dad thev welcomed Israel's King, 

And hosannahs fiU'd the air. 

DaTid's Son, and David's Lord, 
Heard their praises, and approved r 

Be our Saviour's grace adored, 
Be our Saviour's name beloved. 

Count us not, O Lord, too bold, 

If we try our song to raise ; 
Children, we, like those of old. 

Taught, like them, to lisp Thy praise. 

Jesus, hail, we sing of Thee, 

Welcome to Thy house of prayer ; 

Let our hearts Thy temple be, 
Lord, set up Thy kingdom there. 

Make us wise Thy name to know, 
Let us feel Thy power and love,; 

Ours to serve Thee here below, 
And to dwell with Thee above. 

There we '11 sing hosannahs loud ; 

To a Saviour's praise we '11 sing : 
Mix with yonder joyful crowd. 

And for ever praise our King. 
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CHINESE SCHOOLS. 

Some years ago, a Societj was formed to establish 
schools in China. The first school that was begun 
was a very small one. Afterwards, a much larger 
school was built ; a beautiful building, large enough 
to hold a great many boys. They soon had mpre 
than thirty Chinese boys in this school. These were 
divided into four classes, and spent half the day about 
Chinese books and writing, and the other half in 
English studies. 

. They were so anxious to learn English, that all 
the boys agreed not to talk to one another in Chinese, 
but to give their attention entirely to English. They 
levied fines on one another for breaking the rule, and 
kept the fine to buy books for the library. The elder 
pupils learnt geography, history of England, arith- 
metic, and English writing and composition. Above 
all, they were taught the true sayings of God which 
are written in the Holy Bible. 

These boys often wrote little essays in English 
for their teacher on any subject that they liked to 
choose. Here is one of these essays, without any 
correction: it is about Chinese schools. I wonder 
whether an English boy would be able to express him- 
self as well in Chinese after learning two years and a 
half. 

THE ESSAT. 

Chinese Schools, 

The Chinese children in school read their books 
with a loud voice ; but the greater part of the boys do 
not know the meaning of their lessons; they only 
learn them till they can recite them. If any boy 
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can recite his lesson, he goes to the teacher and reciter 
it, and then the teacher gives him another to study. 
They never learn the Bible, nor have it ; and they do 
not learn geography, arithmetic, geometry, nor gram- 
mar. They in the school often tell lies or quarrel 
with each other, because their teacher does not govern 
them. 

Sometimes they worship their idol Confucius, and 
burn some incense, gilt paper, and candles, and put 
some pork, rice, wine, and other things before it; 
and they kneel down and bow their heads to the 
ground, and their teacher also with them. They 
think it will make them more understanding. 
Although they worship and serve it, it cannot help 
them at all ; and, beside, it- is a sin against the true 
God. 

Sometimes rich families want their sons to be 
great men, and they send them to school to study 
many years; and, by-and-by, they send to a large 
school called a college. They hire a teacher there 
who knows a great deal. Every morning the teacher 
sits in the midst of a large room and teaches them. 
Some rich men spend a great deal of money, and study 
as hard as they can, because they want to try to get 
high names, and be the great men of China. 

I never saw a Chinese girl go to school to study, or 
a woman who could read or write. This is a very 
bad thing. If a man leaves his home, and if he ha» 
some things he wants to tell his wife, he writes a letter 
to his wife, and when she receives it she cannot read, 
but she gives it to a man to read and tell her what it 
contains. If she wants to write a letter to answer her 
husband, she must call a man to write it for her. This 
is very common indeed. 
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MORE ABOUT THE MONKEY IN INDIA. 

In a late Number of the "Juvenile Offering" I 
read "A Story about Monkeys," which brought to 
my remembrance some things that I saw in the Pettah 
of Bangalore ; and, as your young readers may like to 
hear more about those strange animals, I send you 
some account of these occurrences.* 

About seven o'clock one bright morning, as I sat 
hearing a class of Canarese girls recite their lessons, 
my little daughter, a child scarce two years of age, ran 
in, and, standing before me, waved her empty hands, 
and laughingly exclaimed, "None bread, Mamma, 
Hanumunta take away." I looked to her " ayah " for 
an explanation, who told me that as they were follow- 
ing me slowly, watchimg the monkeys on the house- 
tops, one of them descended, and joined the three chil- 
dren, walking quietly Iby their side. Having pro- 
ceeded thus for some time, he perceived a biscuit in 
the hand of the youngest, which he quietly took, and, 
nothing abashed, continued to walk with them as 
before, eating his prize. 

On another occasion, the same little girls, on their 
way to the school, again Hngerod to watch the monkeys. 
A great number of young monkeys were gambolling 
together on a somewhat narrow parapet, where sat an 
old monkey nursing a little one, apparently only a few 
days old. Young as it was, it longed to join the 
others; but the old mamma seemed to fear for its 
safety. The young one was resolute, and the old one 
seemed by her uncouth noises to be trying to persuade 
him to be quiet, but in vain ; so she tried to think 
how she could keep it out of danger. After a little 
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while she hit on a plan. Placing the little one before 
her, she seized hold of its tail, and thus they both 
scampered off to join the others. 

As we returned home I took my little girls to look at 
otherscenes in, which the monkey figured. We Lad to 
pass a temple dedicated to Hanumunta, (the monkey 
god,) and where he was daily worshipped by eouls for 
whom Christ died. We paused at the open door; for, 
like the Pharisees of old, these idolaters love to per- 
form their devotions in public. Opposite the door was a 
oaricature of a monkey, carved on a large stone. Above 
lights were burning, anji the iigvae was adorned with 
freshly-gathered flowers, the offerings of its^worship- 
pers. Two one part of 



men were per- 
forming a 
circuit round 
the idol: and 
each time 
they came in 
front of it, 
they rwsed 
their hands 
to their fore- 
heads, and 
uttered a few 
words. In 




an old woman 
was washing 
the floor 
with cow- 
dung, and 
complaining- 
in loud andl 
angry tones, 
to another' 
worshipper, 
how she had 
been made- 

to perform that duty twice that morning. The 
man, no way interrupted, entered into her grievances ; 
now uttering a few words of his prayer, then reply- 
ing to the old woman, and again going on with his- 
devotions. Truly, it was a heart- sickening sight 
to see rational beings towing down to the ugly 
thing before ua, and evidently understanding so little 
of the true nature of prayer. I endeavoured, to impress. 
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the hearts of my little ones with such a sympathy for 
these deluded people, as may lead them, when they 
grow old, to devote their time and talents, as they 
shall have opportunity, in spreading the knowledge of 
Christ among those who know Him not. 

This Hanumunta is spoken of in some of the Hindu 
books as the leader of the army of monkeys which went 
to the aid of Rama against the giants of Ceylon ; and 
as Kama is regarded as an incarnation of Vishnu, the 
Vishnuites pay great respect to monkeys in general ; and 
many of this sect offer worship to the leader, Hanu- 
munta, who, as he performed such wonderful things, 
must, it is said, be regarded as having something of 
di\'inity. Such unfounded, silly tales constitute the 
most popular parts of some of the sacred books of the 
Hindus. Will not the young readers of the " Juvenile 
Offering "do all they can to assist in making known 
the true " Sh aster " — the word of God — to this people ?: 



CHINESE WEDDING. 

One of the curiosities of a Chinese wedding is that* 
the guests bear a large share of the expense of it. 
About a hundred and fifty persons partook of the 
entertainment at which I was present. It cost som& 
thirty dollars, and the guests paid twenty of it. 
At the very close of the performance, such as were 
not yet full helped themselves liberally from huge 
tubs of steaming rice, now brought forward to top 
off with. Strange to say, I found a few mouth- 
fuls of this every-day diet grateful after two hours of 
meats and dumplings, served up in pork soups. The 
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family were in a room by themselves on one side, 
and the female guests were making merry by them- 
selves on the other. In the midst of the feast the 
iirst and third sons advanced in front of the guests 
and bowed thrice, (while the company rose to their 
feet,) saying: "We thatik you all, friends, for your 
(kindness and attendance on this occasion." 

A party of musicians were stationed under the canopy 
in front of the house to entertain us with music, such 
as it was, of no very ravishing nature surely. Gongs, 
drums, and cymbals are noisy enough for those that 
love noise. The fiddle, two stringed, and banjo, or 
Chinese guitar, sound well enough at a little distance ; 
but the singing, especially in the favourite falsetto, is 
horrible. A gentleman at Hong-Kong says, " Chinese 
music puts him in mind of a concert of cats trying 
to sing bass with bad colds." 



HINDU PROVERB. 

Before you become sick or old, before you lose 
your strength and die, seek the salvation of your 
soul. If you wait longer, it is like digging a well 
when your house is on fire. 
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CANADA CHAPEL SCHOOL, BAEBADOES. 

Some time ago Prince Alfred went to the West 
Indies ; and amongst other places that he visited was 
the island of Barbadoes. The school that you see in 
the picture is in that island, and the children and 
people that are standing outside are waiting to see the 
Prince pass. It is a lively scene, is it not ? and the 
children look well and happy. It was not always so in 
our West India islands. Many years ago the people 
were all slaves; now they are all ruiJE. There aro 
schools in every island, and thousands of children, 
taucrht to read and work. When the slaves were ' 
made h^Q, the Bible Society sent a copy of the New 
Testament and Psalms to every one who could 
read. They heard of the noble present that 
was coming, and they were soon as busy as possible, 
trying to learn to read with all their might before the 
Bible-ship arrived. So many had learned to read, that 
it cost the Society ten thousand pounds to keep theiir 
promise. 

There was one poor girl, however, who could 
not lay claim to a Testament. I think you will likev 
to hear her history. 

THE HISTOBX OP BLIKD CECILIA. 

Poor Cecilia, she sat and listened to others ; but 
she cotdd not learn. She heard a sweet verse here 

E 2 



52 CAKADA CHAPEL SCHOOL, SABBADOES. 

and there, which made her long to be busy learning 
too; but she could do nothing, — she was blind. 
She had been blind for several years. The good 
Missionaries at that station were ver}'- sorry for 
her, and I dare say they had many a kind word 
of instruction and encouragement for the poor blind 
girl; but that was all that they had to give her. 
Not very long after, there came some curious books to 
the Missionary station. The letters within were 
neither written nor printed, neither in ink nor in 
pencil. The pages were all white. Yet there were 
letters, and letters made on purpose for the blind. 
Can any of you g^ess what kind of letters these were ? 
They were stamped letters; — stamped up from the 
under side of the page, so that the shape was raised, 
and you could feel it with your finger. These are 
called "embossed" letters. The Missionaries were 
very much pleased when these books were sent. They 
thought of poor blind Cecilia directly. They did not 
mind trouble, and one of them set to work to teach her. 
He kept on teaching her for twelve months. At the end 
of that time she had learned to read ; and how delighted 
was she when she was able to read in the Gospel of 
John all about Jesus! I dare say she liked, to read 
about the blind people to whom He gave sight. Per- 
haps she wished that she had been among them, that 
He might have made her see. But if the eyes of her 
mind were opened, it would more than make up to her 
for the loss of her bodily sight. 

Cecilia dould not work in the fields among: the 
sugar-canes, because she was blind ; but she soon fomid 
out a way to be useful. She could go and read the 
Gospel to the people who could not read it. She 
went on a visit on another part of the island, where her 
books had not been seen before. The black people there 



CIlSJlDJL chapel SCHOOL, BABBADOES. 63 

weie very much surprised to see a blind girl read. 
Almost every evening they used to ask h,er to go and 
read to them. She was invited to different villages in 
turn. Her mother went with her, to take care of her. 
She would sit down beneath the shade of the palm-* 
trees, and a large company would gather round to hear 
her read. She could read as well and as quickly as 
children who have their sight. She read very dis- 
tinctly, and as if she felt what she read. Sometimes 
her aged mother, with her spectacles on, would sit by 
her side, and read the verses with her in turn. They 
did not read out of the same book. Cecilia read from 
her embossed book, her mother read out of the large 
Testament given her by the Bible Society. Cecilia felt 
the letters — ^her mother saw them : but Cecilia read 
rather better than her mother. 

The poor slaves would often make the blind girl a 
present of such things as they had to give. They 
would throw bits of yam, or plantain, or cocoa-nut, 
and sometimes even a piece of silver, into her lap. 
Some of the old people said that they could not 
sleep after hearing Cecilia read. The}^ would say in 
their broken English, " Me try, try, and turn, turn ; but 
sleep no come ; me still see the dark eye read." 

This was not all the use Cecilia made of her know- 
ledge. She wished to be employed in the day-time 
as well as in the evening. She began a school 
for the little black children, and taught them 
Catechism and hymns which she had learned from 
her embossed books. It w£^ easy to do this by 
making them repeat a line at a time after her. But 
how do you think she taught them to read ? It seems 
a wonderful thing for the blind to be taught to read ; 
but for a blind girl to teach children who have* their 
fiight, to read, seems more wonderful still. Yet Cecilia 
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did this, and you shall hear how she did it. ■ She had 
black letters printed under her embossed letters ; then, 
when she felt one of her letters, she knew that a 
common black letter was just under it, and she told 
the children its name, and made them say it afber her. 



"LIKE JESUS." 

I WANT to be like Jesus, — 

So lowly and so meek ; 
Eor no one mark'd an angry word. 

That ever heard Him speak. 

I want to be like Jesus, — 

So frequently in prayer ; 
Alone upon the mountain-top. 

He met His Father there. 

I want to be like Jesus, — 

For I never, never find 
That He, though persecuted was, 

To say one thing imkind. 

I want to be like Jesus, — 
Engaged in doing good ; 

So that of me it may be said, 
"She hath done what she could." 

Alas ! I 'm not like Jesus, 

As any one may see. 
O gentle Saviour, send Thy grace. 

And make me like to Thee ! 
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MISSIONARIES WANTED IN FIJI. 

rA MissiONAET, writing from Fiji, says that they 
want' more Missionaries sent out to the Fiji people. 
In some places they are so anxious to have one sent, 
that they have for two or three years contributed 
mfbre oil than would support a Missionary, under the 
hope of having one. The people in Fiji cannot give 
money, because they have none ; but they give cocoa- 
nut oil, which is as good as money ; for it is carried 
away in tanks, and sold. They give also food, and 
buildings for chapels and schools. There was so much 
oil collected for the Missions last year, that there 
were not tanks enough to hold it ; and in some places 
they did not have their Missionary Meetings, because 
they had no tanks to receive the oil that the people 
would bring. They have ordered a great many tanks 
and barrels to be sent to them ; and then they expect 
to have a great deal of oil, and get a great deal of 
money for it. And I am sure we all hope they will 
(have as many Missionaries sent to them as they want. 



THANKS FROM THE KAFFIRS. 

Some kind English ladies, hearing that there were 
many poor people among the Kaffirs in South Africa, 
who wanted clothes, sent them some. The Mission- 
ary's wife who gave the clothing away, says, " They 
one and all beg me to thank their Christian mothers 
for their gifts." Many tears were shed when the pre- 
sents were given them. 

One poor widow had a parcel handed to her ; and 
when she had very cautiously opened it, and examined 
the contents, exclaimed, " What does this mean ? and 



. HINDUS DESTEOTING THEIB IDOLS. 57 

what have I done? for I am sure I do not deserve 
such things as these. No. You have now killed me, 
killed me with kindness ; made me feel very little, and 
my heart very full. I cannot thank you : I have no 
words to thank with. God will bless you ; and tell 
those good mothers, I pray God may bless them much 
in their great works of love towards us unworthy 
creatures." With tears trickling down her dark, care- 
worn cheeks, she quietly gathered up her prize, and 
went home greatly rejoicing. 



HINDUS DESTEOYING THEIR IDOLS. 

A MissiOKAiiT in India . received a letter at the 
beginning of the year, signed by thirty families, telling 
him that they had made up their minds to renounce 
idolatry, and were anxious to receive a Christian 
teacher, and to have their children instructed in the- 
great doctrines of the Christian faith. 

A Catechist was immediately sent to them : he was 
kindly received by the people. Jacob preached to them 
the word of life, under one of the trees in their village. 
About eighty persons, besides several children, assem- 
bled on that occasion. After singing, and reading the 
word of God, the question was put to them, " Have 
you entirely renounced all idolatry?" To this they 
replied, "Yes, yes." The Catechist then asked them,. 
" Will you now give me proof that what you say is- 
true? Will you not throw away your idol?" As 
soon as they heard this, some of them went to 
the pillar, in front of the temple, and pulled it 
down. (See Engraving.) Afterward they went to the 
idol, and tried to push it down ; but it was so firmly 
fixed in the ground, that they could not succeed. 
Then one of them took a large stone, and cast it at 
the idol, saying, " Can you curse me now, O idol ? W 
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have nothing to do with you, thou stony idol." The 
god was afterwards dug up, and put as a threshold 
of the new school-room, which was huilt for the 
benefit of their children. 

In the meantime, another man came up with a cop- 
per idol, saying, " Sir, since I have brought this idol 
into my house, a curse has come upon me and my 
children. 0, Sir, take this idol and throw it away." 
Besides all this, the people cried out with a loud 
voice, " O, Sir, we have done with our idols, and oar 
false gooroos. We will now worship that Saviour of 
whom you spoke to us six years ago, and send our 
children for instruction." The Catechist preached 
rto them from the eighth chapter of Matthew, on 
our Saviour healing the leper, particularl}'- showing 
iihe power of our Lord Jesus in removing the malady 
of sin. When they heard these words, the people 
said with great joy, " This is the true religion, and 
there is none other better. Send us a teacher, who 
•can teach us and our children the heavenly way." 



DESCRIPTION OF A MISSIONARY IN A 
CHINESE PASSPORT. 

• A MissioiTAiiT in China, taking a voyage, was over- 
iiaken in a storm, and driven to the island of Manilla. 
"There he obtained a passport, in which they gave a 
< description of his person, and you shall hear what is 
ssaid in it of the young Missionary. 

I am sure nobody would know him from the descrip- 
tion. The only true thing is what they say about his 
seize: — 

" Hair, green ; eyes, red ; nose, hooked ; shape of 
the face, half moon ; colour of the face, Negro ; beard, 
trery long ; size, piccaniny ; age, eighty years.' 
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THE CAVERN TEMPLE. 

Yeby near to Bombaj is a small uninhabited 
island, named Elephanta, of which, I dare say, many 
of my young readers have heard, as it contains some 
very remarkable caves, cut out of the solid rock, the 
largest of which forms a spacious temple. The roof of 
this temple is supported by regular rows of rocky 
pillars, though some of them are partially destroyed, 
the upper part hanging as it were suspended from the 
roof. 

The sides of the cave are completely covered with 
'figures of Heathen gods and goddesses, some of them 
very ugly, and made still more so by the loss of eyes, 
noses, &c., occasioned by gentlemen who sometimes 
have amused themselves by shooting at them, though 
I believe this is no longer permitted. Branching 
off from the temple are a number of small 
chambers, perfectly dark, and inhabited by thousands 
of bats and noxious insects and reptiles, who find 
there a secure retreat. In one of these chambers is a 
large smooth stone, supposed to have been used for 
sacrifices. A spring of pure clear water issues from the 
rocky floor, a draught of which is delightfidly cool 
and refreshing in this sultry climate. 

These caves are supposed to be of very great 
antiquity, and it is highly probable that when our 
beautiful England was covered with dark gloomy 
forests, (where our rude pagan forefathers offered 
human sacrifices,) these caves resounded with the 
sound of musical instruments and the shouts of deluded 
worshippers. 

How thankful we ought to be that the gloomy 
forests in our land have been long since cut down, and 
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that in their stead are seen smiling villages, rich corn- 
fields, and verdant meadows ! But, above all, we 
ought to rejoice that the rude altars where the anciemt 
Druids performed their cruel rifces have been succeeded 
by temples dedicated to the service of the true and 
living God ; which. Sabbath after Sabbath, are filled 
with thousands who worship Him of whom the whole- 
family in heaven and earth is named. 

As I observed before, the island of Elephanta is- 
uninhabited, except by a few natives who attend upon 
visiters; and as, at the time of our visit, the 
rainy season was just over, it was covered with the 
richest verdure. 

The ascent to the caves would be very fatiguing- 
under a burning sun, were it not for a succession or 
stone steps, which, reaching from the beach, renders 
it comparatively easy. 

A number of serpents, with which the island abounds, 
crossed our path, and were killed by the native servants .. 
Lizards and centipedes innumerable, were among the 
sweet-scented shrubs and beautiful flowers, which twine 
around the trunks of lofty trees, and hang in beautiful 
festoons from the branches. 

The bay at our feet, covered with shipping, with 
the town and surrounding country, formed a lovely 
prospect, tmted as it was with the rich hues of the- 
declining sun. 

" But in vain with lavish kindness 
The gifts of God are shown ; 
For the Heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone*" 
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SCHOOLS, AND SCHOOL GIRLS. 

We all like to hear about the children in our Mis- 
sion schools in foreign lands, and many of the Mis- 
sionaries' wives, and other ladies who keep the schools, 
are very kind in sending us home, from time to time,, 
some little stories about these children. We hope 
they will continue to do so. 

I will tell you about Miss Ward's school in 
Belize. You will like to hear what she says about her 
school-children. Last year there was a great scarcity 
of water, and some of the children went with their 
parents, who were obliged to go away, and live where 
they could find water. Some of the girls, before they 
left, went to Miss Ward, and asked her to give them 
" one book for larn." A few of the elder ones wished 
to have " a slate and pencil for write and do sums," 
besides the book "for larn." The little children- 
seem to like learning better than the bigger ones ; 
and Miss Ward says, " To some of the elder girls, 
learning is quite a task, and it appears they do not 
think girls ought to learn ; for one of them said to me 
one morning, * Miss Ward, we think gals no for larn 
sums ; dey for w^ash, and cook, and clean de house ; ' 
at the same time looking so seriously in my face that 
it was very evident she meant what she said. I 
believe many of them are quite clever in household 
matters ; for I generally find them busy cooking or 
ironing when I call upon their parents. 

"I went one day to see a sick woman on my way home 
from school, and found one of my young scholars prepar* 
ing the bread for the oven, although she had only left, 
school a quarter qf >n hour before. , Now that girl had 
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been in school from nine in the morning till two in the 
afternoon, and could not have taken any refreshment 
before commencing her baking operations. 

" They are fond of sewing, and some of them can 
make a nice little frock. When doing crochet work, 
they require to be told very often how to hold their 
hook properly ; and as I was showing them one day, 
I overheard one of the girls say, * Creoles know notin 
at all ; Buckra know everyting.^ 
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THE MISSIONARY AND THE COCKROACHES. 

The people in the West Indies are fond of sweet things, and 
Missionaries generally acquire the same taste ; at least, so ^d 
the Missionary who tells you this story. 

One night a friendly planter had sent him some new sugar. 
It had not yet been bruised, but was flat, like the toffy which 
you sometimes get in England. The Missionary took a piece of 
it in his hand, and ate it bfefore going to bed. He slept very 
soundly, but next morning he found his finger-ends sore and 
red. He could not account for this. In a little time he named 
the matter to his black servant. Edward was at no loss for an 
explanation.. He said, "Dem cockroaches must hab got trow 
de bed net and done um." 

The Missionary learned some things, and was reminded 
of others, through his nibbled finger-ends. He learned that 
cockroaches loved sweetie too, and that he must guard against 
them in future ; and he was reminded of his good mother's 
advice, always to wash his fingers after eating sweeties. He also 
learned another thing ; (which may be of use to you if ever 
yon should have the honour of being a Missionary in Western 
Africa or the West Indies ;) it was to cover his books bound* 
in leather with light canvass, which prevented those trouble- 
some creatures from nibbling away the leather along with the 
sweet size used by bookbinders.. 
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THE CHEISTIAN'S WAY. 

" Is this the way, my Father ? "— 'T is, my child. 
Thou must pass through the tangled, dreary wild. 
If thou wouldst reach the city undefiled, — 
Thy peaceful home above. 

"But enemies are round." — Yes, child, I know 
'That where thou least expect'st thou 'It find a foe ; 
But victor thou shalt prove o*er all below, — 
Only seek strength above. 

" My Father, it is dark." — Child, take my hand, 
♦^Cling close to me, — I '11 lead thee through the land 
Trust my all-seeing care, — so shalt thou stand 
Midst glory bright above. 

•" My footsteps seem to slide." — Child, only raise 
"Thine eye to me, then in these slippery ways 
I will hold up thy goings : thou shalt praise 
Me for each step above. 

""' O Father, I 'm weary ! "—Child, lean thy head 
Upon my breast ; it was my love that spread 
Thy rugged path ; hope on still, till I have said, 
" Best, — rest for aye above." 
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THE WBATH OF MAN MADE TO PRAISE 
GOD. 

The following story' Tcrifies Samson's riddle, "Out 
of the eater came forth meat, and out of the strong 
came forth sweetness." It is taken from German 
history, and occurred during what was called the 
Thirty Years' War. It is at yonr pleasure for insertion 
In the Juvenile Offering. Tf. O. Campleil. 
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In the middle of a forest in the kingdom of Hanover, 
at a place called Quelou, there stood a solitary foresterV 
house. Here, in old times, lived two peasants. One 
was named Dreeves, and the other Hinz. Both were 
pious and God-feariqg men, and devoted with their 
whole hearts to their Moved Liilrheran Church. It was- 
in the tisae ^ ilie Thirty Years' War that they livedo 
and ifi^iAl^te distress which that dreadful war brought 
with tt, ^h^ had to suffer their share ; and they bore 
it all ^wfiHkigiy for Christ'^ «ttke. Although they had 
several inmm been plwAiied by the Oatholic .soldiers 
of esmfMn^ Miey had, ytet still they preserved their 
demrest ttwunire, th^ ho^ks, — ^the Holy Bible, the 
HfRHi4ie«k, the Mmmc termons, and the Catechism. 
TlMne'^i^re very ^mmmma^lSoT them, for there were no* 
villiige iHshools 4md. flftch father had to play the 
schooteaster ^uMMif . fla^ «vening the father of the 
family, wilh ^all %aa liottMhold, — children, servants, 
maids, — aiWMimhM touad #ie fire. Thm ihe little 
ones WPC^iaugiiinigHiig, irndiqg, andthetibtechism. 
Spirited iMiags ^nvae dko«uBg, msad a oimifta* in the^ 
Bible xttid <and "Miked ttbout ; ^bich moitmed much 
profitlMft «iiRrersation. Wtia ^^tbe was kdkdd "fi^ward 
to with eqitOi delight by all. It was also the sacred 
hour for the household to surround the family altar. 
There was generally one room in the house which wa* 
used for meals and spinning ; for in those good old times 
all meals were taken together, and all formed one large 
family. The furniture generally consisted of a large 
table, a dresser, a cupboard, and a few wooden benches- 
and stools ; but close to the stove stood an important- 
looking, leather-covered, patriarchal chair, in which the 
head of the family sat for awhile in the evening. The 
seat could be opened and shut, and here were preserved 
the books, which no one expected to find there, — ^at 
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least, uo enem^. This was necegsaiy; J^r the CathoUe 
soldiers waged a reg^v W oi eXtenqi^tioD ^aiaati 
all I)i]}h^^ bot^s. 

One wtMWg. Ba old Dreeves sat wifli %)■ fyffvilj 
roood the hearth, telling them of the gi^ Htrip^ 
whiqh the Lutherans had gained under .figq^ral 
Tcrs|;eD9ohn, he remarked that, as hlood enoogh h{d 
beea shed, he thought peace should be near. Just 
then bia neighbour Hinz rushed in, and said, " N^b- 
bour Dreeves, let tbj cattle looso quickly, and le^ us 
flee ipto the wood ; for the Imperial troops are comjpg, 
and gxe only half au hour aS\" Everyone sprang upj 
and jthe cattle were muzzled, so that tbey could ^ot 
bellqir. A few clothes and some provisions were hastily 
sna^hed t'other, and then all fled into the thiclfjestr 
part pf the wood aa swiftly and noiselessly as possible. . 
Hina was the last of the party, luid stationed hinyieir 
aa soon as the cattle were out of sight, behind a ttw 
to see what the soldiers would do. He had not to< 
wait long; for scarcely a quarter of an hour elapsedi 
when a stream of bright light arose towards the sky j. 
— all the bouses were in flames ! 

(To be eontiiiueJ.) 



<s^ 



"Ask 

of Me, and 

I shall give thee 

the Heathen for thine 

inheritance, 

and the uttermost parts 

of the Earth 

for thy possession." 



JPsalm ii. V. 8. 



i^. 



W^^^^: 



k. 



60 



HOME JDUTIES.. 

BbXiOTEI) children, why have so much talk ahout 

home duties in a Missionary magazine ? Because 

home duties and the Mission work are married, and we 

cannot put them asomder. Suppose the Secretaries at 

the Mission-House and the Missionary Committed 

were to get weary in well-doing, and the Missionary 

agents all over Great Britain and Ireland were to giver 

np their work, and the collectors were to lay their 

books and cards aside, and say, " We cannot go any 

more;" what then? The Mission work would not" 

die. No ; glory be to God, it is His work, and it? 

cannot die. The Missionaries would su£Per; but the 

seed would spring and grow. The Mission work would 

not die, but toe should die ; nay, it would show that 

we were dead, that the warm living pulse of love had 

ceased to beat in our hearts ; that our closets were 

deserted, our Bibles dusty, our prayer-meetings frozen, 

our Preachers and Sabbath-school teachers asleep, 

**the glory departed." Who cares most about the 

children in Heathen lands getting the Bible and learning 

to read itp Is it not the child who has learned te 

love it, and to love the Gt>d who gave it, and the 

Saviour that it tells about ? - In the Sabbath-school 

who comes most promptly forward for a collecting* 

card, and labours most diligently to get it filled ? We 

know well enough there are little wildies who are eager 

enough to get one, and, if asked why they wished to 

collect, would tell you honestly, "To get a pretty 

picture book.'* Bless them, they will have a better 

motive by and by, if teachers labour and pray. But 

the rule is, that the good collector is the little girl who 

loves Jesus, and, because she loves Him, is always in 

ber class in good time, when it is possible, and has her 
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tasks ready when her teacher asks for them. It is 
the boy who reaAs his Bihle, and prays for light to 
finddrstatid it, whose eyes are fixed on his teachers in 
sehool and on the Preaeher in chapel, and who has 
always something nice to teU his punnts at home. 

And then where do oOr Missionaries come from? 
Are they generally fonnd among the sleepy heads, who 
nerer can get up in time for tlw seren o'clock prayer- 
meeting, and iriio are too hosy, or too tired, or too 
something dse, to get out to a week^vening service P 
No, beloved childran ; we expect to find them among 
the youths who are wide awake, who are never willingly 
absent from the temple wheiL the door is open, who* 
are not ashamed to 8ix>p ailicd speak to a ragged child in 
the street, who cannot pass a swearer, a drunkard, or a 
Sabbath Inreaker without warning them of their danger, 
ivhose hearts are " f\dl of Christ," and who " praise the 
IJord at all times ;" whose ardent burning gratitude is 
<ever asking, " Wha^ ean we render unto the Lord for 
^ His benefits P" — ^who love Christ far better than 
themselves, and, like the lilStle '^ Blackie boy " of whom 
we read in the March number of the '* Juvenile Offer- 
ing,*' contrive how they ean deny themselves for His 
saibe ; who ask with jealous care, before they buy any- 
thing for themselves, ''Is this quite necessary P" or, 
i'Can I spare anything of it for Christ's kingdom?" 
nusse are the youtiks that wffl make Missionanes of 
the right stamp. 

< And then home is sach a widi^, wide word, though at 
first sight it does not seem so. When a British child 
says ''home," it brings to the mind the picture of a 
eozy parlour, or an elegant drawing-room, or a okan 
comfortable cottn^, or a lowly hut by the road-side; 
but. it aho means the palace where our beloved Queen 
aits sad tod soHtary, tiiough surrounded by the most 
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dutiful of chilAren. O, lei each little reader pray every 
day thai Jesaa may oomfort her heart with the only 
tru6» comlbrt. It means the snow hut where the 
Oieenku der'S' wife is preparing for her hushand a sup- 
per of roasted seal and train-ool sauce ; and that little 
Newfoundland hoy who has heen to the Mission-house 
with a lump of milk wra{^ped in a hlanket is thinking 
of " home ** when he hreaks off a piece of the hread the 
Missionary's wife ha» given him, and puts it aside 
for manmy. Some one has said, and said sweetly, 

*' Hdme is, i^em there 'a one to love me ;" 

<aiid when the readers of the Juvenile Offering say 
** honM," let them not only think of the happy loving 
liqniea which many of them have, hut let them open 
iAialkf HOtle hearts to feel for the theosands, in Britain 
jmM its iskuatdf, in Barclay Asi% Africa, Polynesia,, 
jLnericai and Australasia^ w9ift have homes where '^ the 
lovB^'* has no4 come yet^ where Jesus does not dwell, 
where the Bible is not read, and who cannot say, 
Beaven is my home," 

^BbXiP us in youth to serve Thee, Lord, 
And use the talents Thou hast given ; 
And by example preach Thy woad. 

Which giades the Heathen child to heaven. 

***True,. we msiy never all appear 
Mm f reaehen is a fceipa land} 
But eaeh may ask, ' Sbal I be there. 
As one af soah a h^y band t* 

-^ If not, b0 tips xtij earnest fwayer, 

* Lord, give me graee to Voik for 'Riee ; 
That I at home, with pious care. 

May strive the Missions* friend to be.'" 



.M 
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GREAT TEMPLE OF JUGGONATH. 

Heax: is a picture of part of the great Temple oT 
Juggonath, in the town of Pooree, about fifty miles from 
Kuttack. You have heard of Juggonath, the great 
Hindu idol. This is his principal temple, and here 
hundreds of pilgrims come every year, to worship, and 
to bring offerings to the idol. Some, who have never 
left their homes before, travel hundreds of miles, weary 
and footsore, that they may see this shrine before. they, 
die, and lay their bones near the great temple. Dea^ • 
diUdren, would you not be glad to send a message of 
eomfort to these poor dark Heathen ? Would you not 
like to tell them that " G-od is a Spirit, and they that 
worship Him, must worship Him in spirit and in 
truth ?" 



WOEK FOR LITTLE HANDS. 

You have heard, dear children, of the Indians in the 
Hudson's Bay Territory. These Indians live in a 
country which is so cold, that they have snow on the 
groimd and frost for eight months in the year, and 
sometimes for nine months. 

These Indians used to clothe themselves in garments 
made of the skin and fur of the animals which they 
killed in hunting; but the wild animals are getting 
scarce, and the men have great difficulty in findiug- 
them ; and so, very ofben, they have not many skin» 
ta bring home for themselves, their wives, and chil*- 
dren. Sometimes these hunters are killed, or die of 
ittigue and exposure in their hunting excursions ; and 
then their poor wives and children are left without 
anybody to get clothing for them* There are som^ 
kind ladies in England^ who have sent warm petticoats 
'and jackets to these poor widows in Hudson's-Bay ; 
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end they are very thankful for ihem. Bo you not 
think, dear children, that you could help and send 
flome dofiies to the poor little children there ? How 
pleased fliey would be ! And how much they would 
thank you for caring for them and helping them! 
Will you try and see whait you can do ? And if you 
will send your parcels to the Mission-House, Bishops- 
gate Street, they wiH be sent on by the ships which 
go to Hudson*s Bay once every year. 

The poor widows ibr whom the ladies have made the 
clothing have sent back a letter of thanks. It was 
written in their own IncKan language, and then trans- 
lated into English. 

THE INDIAN WOMEN'S LETTER OF THANKS. 

^'RossviLLE Wesleyan MISSION, Hudson's Bat, 

" December 20tk, 1862. 

"To Mes. I>b. Hoole, and the otheb good 
Ladibs. 

" Mrs. M'Dougall told us we ought to send you on 
paper our tliMilcs, and ask you to thank the women 
Ohiefs that helped you to bless us so many time»; but 
we are old women, and cannot write. We were too 
old when the schoolmaster came. Our interpneter is 
going to tell yovi in English what we want to aay. 
Oood mother, we are very thankful. These clothes 
help us very nHMh. We are not lazy. We ean fish, 
and catdk rabbits^ and iMake pvoviiions for our dut* 
4lren ; but Nothing is very hard. Skins are nearly aM 
gone. There are tw^ty^etght o£ us widews ; inro 
have died happy this year ; and £Dur have been raacte 
widows. We are Teay tbank^ to you. We pcay the 
(great Spirit to blesa yo«. 
: " Signed for the widows, by Hmwklrt BoarATAH, 

"MaBY WAflAITAKAWIBKWiie." 



»• • 
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THE LITTLE SHIP. 

iEAOH child is like a little sbip, 
Just launched on lifers rougli sea, 

^Well-built, trig, tigkt, and like enough 
To brave it famously. 

It carries ballast and a gem 

Which worlds could never buy. 
"^T is charter'd, and the precious gem 

Is registered on high. 

At first 't is gently tow'd along, 

And does not leave the bay ; 
But soon the little skiff nmst start 

Upon its watery way. 

There 's but one Pilot who has skill 

To guide the helm aright ; 
There 's but one chart on which its course 

Is traced on lines of light. 

There is an anchor which will hold, 

Though hurricanes may How ; 
And colours which will freely float, 

And daunt the fiercest foo. 

Dear reader, get them all on board 

Before you (jross the bar. 
And get a compass that will point 

True to the Northern Star. 

Then fear not though the storm may rise. 

And furious billows roar^ 
That PQot's ^m is infinite ; 

He '11 bnng you safe to shore. 

Margaret, 
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A LESSON FEOM HEATHEN LANDS. 

WHAT PETEB KINDO, THE CHAPEL KEEPER AT BIM0N'» 
TOWN, GAVE TO THE MISSIONS. 

" I don't know how it is," said Peter Kindp to me 
one day, "I don't know how it is, Missis, hut my 
garden never bare so well before. Everything grow so 
nicely, and I make so plenty of money, I never see any- 
thing like it before." "I can tell you how it is, 
Peter," said I ; " God honours those who honour him. 
You have always given liberally to God's cause, and 
this year you have increased your subscription, and God 
is repaying you by making your garden more fruitful 
than it ever was before." ^* Yes, Missis, I think that 
must be the reason,'* was Peter's response ; " I must 
still try and work for God." 

Now I have a very interesting circumstance to tell 
you of this man. When our Missionary Meeting was 
held the year before last, the morning of the day, as 
usual, Peter came to the Mission-house to pay his 
yearly subscription. " Well, Peter," said Mr. Thomas, 
"what will you give this year?" "I don't know. 
Master," was his reply ; " I must try to give a little- 
more than I did before, so master can put down 
£1, Ss. 6d, this year.'* Very good, Peter : and so in 
the Report you may read, " Mr. and Mrs. Peter Kindo, 

£1. 58. ed:' 

At our last Meeting Peter presented himself again, 
and said, " Master, I must give you £1. 10«. this year ; 
for that is the exact sum I obtained for my cauli- 
flowers, and I must give it all to the Mission cause." 
Will not my young friends pray that God will still 
continue to prosper Peter, so that he may still give as. 
God has blessed him, to so great and good a cause ? 
JIL S, Thomas f Simon's Town, South Africa^ 
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AYATE KAATJE. 

"Old Ayate is going fast; would Missis like to see 
her any more P" said Peter Kindo, our chapel-keeper, 
yrho came to summon me to the bedside of the dying 
woman. I hurried after him, and was just in time to 
witpess the peaceful end of the aged believer. Not a 
struggle, not a groan, not a sigh even was heard ; but 
calmly, placidly, and serenely she fell asleep, as an 
infant reposes on the bosom of a tender parent. One 
bitter wail of sorrow escaped from Peter when he was 
conscious that all was over ; else no friend nor kindred 
crowded around the dying pillow. The old woman had 
survived all her relatives ; and, but for the kindness of 
Christian friends, and the still greater care and tender- 
ness of that "Friend that sticketh closer than a 
brother," her lot would have been a hard one indeed. 
; But I must tell you all I remember about old Ayate. 
When I first knew her, about twelve years since, she 
gained her living by washing, although then at an 
advanced age. She was a little woman, scarcely nlore 
than four feet in height, a Hottentot by birth, but of 
a peculiarly happy and pleasing expression of counte- 
nance, indicative of the peace that reigned within. 
She was always in her place at the sanctuary, which 
she loved to attend, and on Sabbath afternoons was as 
reg^ular as any child at the Sabbath-school, not as a 
teacher, but as a scholar ; for, though more than thirty 
jjeaxa learning to read, and never being able to get 
much beyond her letters, nothing daunted, she still 
persevered, and only gave up her attendance at the 
rschool when growing infirmities compelled her. For 
Ihe last eight years of her life she was unable, through 
testreme weakness, to attend 6K>d's house; and at 
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length was entirely confined to her room and her bed*- 
But Q-od was ripening her for heaven ; for, though old 
and feeble, and suffering from a most excruciating 
disordar, her che^ulness and resignation to the Bivfne 
Yijii. w^re remarkable. In her ^^ patience had its perfeci> 
w^k," If any kind Christian friend went to see her, 
a^ took her some little delicacy, she would invariably 
^y, after thanking the donor, " Jesus vdllpay yaUy my 

omdr 

A few w^eks before she died, on my going in to see 
h^, and sptying, "Well, Ayate, how are you now? 
Ar^^ you g^ttiog near home P" she looked at me very 
exprei^sively, and said, in her own beautiful and simple 
way, " I am very weak, Missis, very weak ; but the 
door is open, the door of my Father's house, — and there 
is a pl^ce tliere for me. I sit here, and listen, listen, 
listen to tjiem. I hear them talking in my Father's 
hovLse, and there is a place there for me, too," " Do 
you remember my little Geoigie, Ayate?" I said; 
" whom you came to see when he was dying F Me is 
tJiereP " 0, yes," she said, and her face grew radiant 
with joy : " he is in his Father's house, and there is a 
plape th^re for me, too." At another time she said to 
me that Jesus Christ was on one side of her, and that 
Sa^an was on the other side, trying to get at her ; 
"but," crossing her hands, and entwining her fingers' 
in a peculiar manner, " so I hold fast of Jesus, and He 
will never leave — never forsake me." 

When her end was near, and her power of articulation 
h9.d almost failed, I perceived her lips moving. Bending 
down my ear to her m.Quth, to catch the feebly uttered 
words, " Jesp^, Jesu@, my Saviour, my Saviour," the 
dying saint w%s utterii^. During the la«t night of 
her Ufe, those who sat up with her said she was full of 
ioy, and spake of the goodness of God towards har# 
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Afber that she gradually sank, and passed away in the* 
maimer I have descnbed, at the advanced age of nearly 
one hundred years. The day following her decease, alt^ 
that was mortal of old Ayate Kaa^e was interred in 
the burial-ground of Simon's-Town. Many capie to. 
take a farewell look at the old woman before she was- 
removed ; and, according to the custom of the coloured 
people, each one placed a flower in the coffin, so that, 
old Ayate was laid to rest amid a garland of flowers. 

'^ Let 118 muse on the saint as homeward she hies. 
And leaves the drear regions of night ; 
Endeavour by faith with the spirit to rise. 

And explore its myaterious flight. 
For ever diaouss'd are its fears and its cares ; 
For ever set free from a world full gf snares. 

''O what a delightful exchange must it be 
To those long in prison and chains. 
When the shackles are loosed, the prisoner is free 

To roam o'er ethereal plains I 
When I think of the joys she has entered upon. 
It makes me almost feel a wish to be gone." 

M. 8. Thomas. . 



tiiat men wovHd praise the 
Lord for His goodness, and for 
His wonderftil works to the 
children of men! Ps* cvu. v, 8. 
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TEAVELLING ADVENTURES IN SOUTH 

AFRICA. 

The rivers in some parts of Soutli Africa are nume- 
rous and wide, and in the rainy- season present no small 
obstacle in the way of those who are travelling. Many 
a weary day and night are spent by their side waiting 
rfor the subsiding of the waters. On one occasion, 
when the shades of evening were closing over us, we 
€ound ourselves in the middle of a large river, with one 
of the waggon-wheels crashing under us, and an unplea- 
sant leaning, on one side, with the water all but enter- 
ing our waggon. We, of course, had to be carried to 
the land, and after some delay the waggon was got out 
salso ; but we had to W£ut four days until another 
wheel could be procured thirty miles distant. The 
scenery is very beautiful along the course of some 
-of these rivers. About a year since we climbed 
to the heights, or what are called the gates, of 
the Umzimvubu river, — two perpendicular rocks, the 
highest being twelve hundred and fifty feet, with 
the river rolling between them. Here our young 
friends who have not visited the Regent's Park 
Gardens might have an opportunity of watching the 
hippopotami at their leisure. Two or three inhabit 
the river, and have lately shown their dislike to 
travellers by biting large holes in the boats that go 
up and down, and sometimes lifting them up on their 
huge backs, to the no small terror of the rowers. 
Fortunately no life has yet been lost by their freaks, 
. although many have been in danger. 

Louisa Longden, 

. lONDOK : PBIMTBD BT WILLIAM KIOHOLS, 46, HOXTOH SQUARE. 
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THE WRATH or MAN MAD£ TO PRAtSE GOD. 

Oua storj last montli left off wliere Hine bad dis- 
covered that the soldierB had Bet fire to their home. 

Hinz now hastened to the others in the wood, and 
told his sad tale. Thej all fell on their knees, au2 
thanked Qod that thej uid their cattle bad been sared. 



82 

Not a tear of sorrow fell ; but, alas ! what is it that 
draws from Father Dreeves a deep sigh, and makes 
all around tremble ? Now the bright tear-drop starts 
in the eye of that strong ma^, who was never seen to 
weep before. ** Cousin Hi'iiz;''* said he, in a voice half- 
choked with grief, -" our books, our books. Ah ! now 
they are also consumed in the fire, — the only comfort 
and treasure we had for ourselves and children!'* 
And then they all wept as if their very hearts would 
break. At last, G-randfather Hinz, an old man of 
eighty, said, " Be still, children ; though our books are 
burnt, our God and Saviour is not burnt with them. 
We have Him in our hearts, and His word in our 
memory. I will repeat," said he, "a chapter e very- 
morning and evening." He folded his hands, and 
repeated Psalms xxiiid and Ixxiii., and then Rom. viii., 
verse by verse, to the end, then prayed, "^^'^n they all 
sat in silence for awhile, and took eacu ^.ier by the 
ihand, and broke forth with one voice in the words of 
the hymn beginning with, 

" On tbee my heart is firmly fixed.** 

In the morning the cows were milked to provide a 
breakfast for the children, and afterwards they all 
assembled round Father Hinz, to remind him of his 
promise; which he at once fulfilled, by repeating 
Psalms xxvii., xlii., and xliii., together with Hebrews 
xii., and all bq correctly and devoutly that one would 
imagine he was reading out of the old Bible, which, 
alas, they supposed to be consumed with everything 
•else. They then asked a blessing, drank the milk, and 
returned thanks. 

Young Dreeves and Hinz, and two others, now 
thought well to return to the place where their houses 
«tood. As "they were starting, old Hinz called and 
«aid, "Children, look for the books." Slowly they 
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approached tbe smoking ruins. Carefully they listened 
;and looked around; but nothing was to he seen or 
heard. Everything was as still as death, and the birds 
hopped about and sang in the branches. When they 
were coming up to examine the ruins, they heard a 
low sobbing sound, as if coming from the comer of the 
wood dose to the ruins. When they drew near, what 
<Iid they behold? Two severely wounded soldiers 
sitting in the two arm-chairs in the comer of the wood. 
But how did they come there? The soldiers who 
•consumed the premises had brought these poor wounded 
men with them, but could take them no furbher. So 
"they carried out the two chairs before they consumed 
all, and placed the two wounded men in them. When 
?they saw four men stand before them, whose houses 
their comrades had burnt down, they expected nothing 
but death. However, neither anger nor revenge 
appeared, but peace and holy joy beamed in the faces 
•of those four men of God. And now they saw the 
hand of God in preserving the old chairs, and with 
them the priceless treasure, — ^their precious Bibles and 
other books. They treated the soldiers tenderly ; they 
took them to the wood to their companions, with their 
chairs, which, when they saw them, caused a sound of 
praise to God so loud that even the angels of heaven 
must have rejoiced in their joy. The little children 
ran and kissed the books devoutly and joyfully. 

The two soldiers were cared for as if they had been 
relations. They gave them milk to drink, and sent 
for fresh provisions to some of the neighbouring vil- 
lages. They were too weak to be removed. Indeed, 
they entreated to be lefb in the little hut in the wood^ 
as they derived so much consolation from good old 
Father Hinz^s prayers, and the reading of the holy 
Scriptures. At length the two soldiers were truly 

& 2 
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conyerted to €k>d. They eoofeseed their sins; and; 
declared their faith in the Lord Je^us Cbiist alone for 
saivktion as the one Mediator between God and inaiu 
They receiyed the holy communion from Pastor Her- 
mansbnrg. That was a day of great joy to (dl the 
refugees in the wood. Tli^y might wdl sing with 
holy rapture, — 

" Break forth into singing, ye trees of the wood ; 
For Jesus is bringing lost sinners to Qod." 

Now the last hours of the poor fellows arrived^ 
They called one of the old patriarchs and two of the 
younger peasants to their side; thanked them once 
more, with tears in their eyes; and attributed their 
salvation to the instruction and prayers of these men 
of God, They bequeathed to them all they had; 
namely, their jackets ; and requested that, after their 
death, they would rip open the seams ; but this they 
did not do imtil after they were honourably buried." 
Then they found in the seams of the jackets several' 
pieces of gold, which enabled them to rebuild the 
burnt houses and stables. They also presented to the 
church a new altar-cloth, and erected a gravestone over 
the soldiers' graves in the churchyard of Hermans- 
buig, on which the following inscription was 
engraved: — 

" In the Yesis of oar Lord Jesus Christ, 1642, died, and were 

buried here, , 
FssDEBiCE Wenzel, from Bohemia, 

and 

Habtik Jubischitz, from Lausitz, 

who unknowingly saved 

THE BIBLE, 
m4 through the Bible were eternally saved," 
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"The field is the world." 

Comb, work in the glowing sunshine, 
Give help, whilst you help may give ; 

StroDg youth, in thy dewy morning. 
And age in thy sprightly eve. 

For is not the harvest plenteous ? 

And are not the lahourers few p 
The fields are all rich and golden. 

And there 's work both for me and you. 

Forth, forth to the goodly labour ! 

Go, gather the precious ears ; 
The sheaves are the burden'd heathen, 

That have ripened six thousand yearg. 

Go forth with the Lord of harvest, 
Hejoice in the glorious store ; 

Gather them into the gamer. 
The sorrowful, side, and sore. 

Whoever neglects bis duty, 
God grant that we never may ! 

May the heathen never condemn us 
In the world's gp*eat harvest day ! 



86 



PEENO, THE LITTLE INDUN BOY. 

Little readers have often heard of India, and the 
native schools there. I am going to tell you about 
a little boy in one of these schools. His name was 
!Deeno. This little boy was very attentive. He did 
'not trifle away his time, but diligently endeavoured ti> 
get all the knowledge he could ; and the Mission- 
aries were looking forward to the time when he should 
,be old enough to go and preach to his countrymen* 
^Deeno listened to the things taught him by the- 
, Missionaries ; and not only listened, but gave his heart 
to the Saviour. 

• When this little boy heard people do or say what 
was improper, he did not imitate their bad example ^ 
but told them that they did wrong. ' His father 

* reproved him for doing so; but he replied, "FathePy 
they do not know what they do ; but, if told of their 
faults, they will refrain from such conduct." 

Deeno lived in the habit of praying to God ; and- if 
the Sircar were absent at morning prayer, he would 

, read and pray with the other children in his stead. 

After a while it pleased God to disappoint the hopes 
of the Missionaries, by laying Deeno on a bed of sick- 
ness. But though he did not live to grow up and 
assist them in instructing the Heathen, they had the 

. satisfaction of knowing that their labours had not been 
lost, and that he was indeed believing in Jesus. When 
he saw his parents grieving at the thought of losing 
him, he said, " Weep not for me : it will be well with 
me. I am going to the Saviour." 

^ My dear young friends, if God were ta lay you on a 

• bed of sickness and death, could you say, with this little 
boy, " I am going to the Saviour : it will be well with 
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me ?" If you would have Deeno's comfort in a dying 
hour, you must seek Deeno's Saviour. Remember, He 
has said, ''They that fteek Me early, shall find Me." 

The evening before this little boy died, when ha 
appeared to be speechless, the Missionary's wife aaid ta 
him, "Deeno, are you happy?" He replied, " Yes," 
"Do you feel your love to God increase?" "Yes.** 
The lady again said, ''There will be no weakness in 
heaven, no sin in heaven." His eyes brightened at 
the thought, and he exclaimed, "No, no!" 

After, eating a little food that the Missionary's wife 
had sent, he appeared revived. Looking at his father, 
he said, " Father, 1 am not yours. I am the Lord's, 
Father, did Jesus die for sinners? Then believe in 
Him, pray to Him." 

He was able to say no more. Having thus earnestly 
entreated his father to trust in that Jesus wjho had 
saved him, be fell asleep, at the age of eleven years. 

Cannot my young friends learn a lesson from the 

account of this little Indian boy ? Will they not imi-i 

tate his diligence at school, his prayerful ness, his faith 

'in the Saviour ? Then, if, like Deeno, they are called 

to leave their earthly parents, they will, like him, 

ascend to dwell with their Saviour in heaven, where 

there will be no weakness and no sin. 

I) 
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HOME DUTIES. 

** Cast thy bread upon the waters, and thou shalt find H after 

manj days." 

Most of you have heard of good old Mr. FIetoL 
He has left seyeral valuable works behind him, two of 
which are special favourites north of the Tweed, — " The 
Mysteries of Providence," and "The Saint indeed; or^ 
The Heart well kept," Before he was ejected from 
that pulpit where he had for many years preached 
Christ crucified, he was preaching a sermon on 
1 Corinthians xvi. 22 : '' If any man love not the Lord 
Jesus Christ, let him be Anathema Maran-aiha.*' 
, There was a little boy in the congregation, a fine^ 
bright, inquisitive little fellow, about ten years old; 
and he would have liked so much to have asked the 
Minister the meaning of that long word at the end of 
his text. He said to himself, '* I '11 try and be stOl for 
a bit, and listen. Perhaps he '11 tell us.'*. He did not 
need to listen long till he heard it fully explained. 
He heard that Anathema Maran-atha meant ^ accursed 
when the Lord of glory came the second time to judge 
the world." As soon as his curiosity was satisfied, our 
little boy paid very little attention to the «ermon ; and 
was very glad when it was done. When, 'at the con*- 
elusion of the service, Mr. Havel rose to pronounce- 
the blessing, he suddenly dropped his hands, and tears^ 
fiUed his eyes, as he said, '^ My poor ungodly hearers^, 
such of you as love not l^e Lord Jesus Christ, if you 
persist in your present course, though I may bless you 
nofp, He will' assuredly curse you when Se eometh^ 
and O, how can I bless those who are so ungrateful 
and unreasonable, as not to love the Lord Jesua 
Christ ? " 
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This doeing address made an impression on the 
mind of oar little hero; but in half an hour it wask 
gone, and he thought no more of the sermon or of it»- 
subject nt that time. Years passed away; our hoy 
grew up an intelligent, enterprising young man ; and,, 
with several of his companions, resolved on trying his 
fortune in America. The world occupied all his> 
thoughts ; and he spared no labour, either of mind or 
body, in order to gain the world. He succeeded even 
beyond his expectations, and became a wealthy man. 
His sons grew up around him, and his sons' sons, until, 
in all but piety, he was like an old patriarch. But, 
alas ! in the eye of God, he was stiU " poor and miser- 
able;" for Jesus says, '^ What is a man profited if he- 
gain the whole world, and lose his own soulf" andr 
though ninety years of age, and outwardly moral, he 
was still a 

" Stranger to tke blood vhich bought 
His pardon on the tree." 

One day he was digging in his garden, and felt 
weary ; so he leaned a while on his spade to rest. His 
ever active mind crossed the Atlantic in a second ; and 
was in his father's house a little boy again. He 
thotight of his parents, his brothers and sisters, his 
favourite haunts, his school, his playmates, the games 
they used to play at, the very toys he had used seemed 
within his reach again ; and at last where did his ima- 
gination lead him, but into the old church, where her 
heard Mr. Flavel preach. Again his venerable figure 
was before him ; again he heard the solemn text ; agaia 
he heard the long word explained; and again that 
solemn closing address came with power to his con- 
science, sent home now by the Spirit's powerful inward 
voice. He lefb his spade, he went home, sought out his 
long-neglected Bible, read the text for himself, humble^ 



^iiimself wiih deep soirow of hettrt before Go^, and 

-nought and found mercy through the blood of Jei^s. 

He nov felt anxious for the Balvation of his family and 

neighbours; and, as they had no sanctuaryr, he buillr 

• one, got a Minister to it from his native land ; and, as 

ihe lived to be a hundred years old, he saw it rising to 

^be a flourishing Mission station before he died. 

^Would not Mr. Flavel tune his harp anew, wh^i he 

met that old man in heaven P He did not know, the 

day ihe scattered that handful of immortal seed, that a 

grnin was lodged in a little boy's heart, the fruit of 

whidh ^'should shake as Lebanon," amid the pine 

forests of the "far west." " O that men would praise 

the Lord for His goodness, and for His wonderful 

works ^to the children of men ! " 

" The mountain dews shall nourish 
A seed in weakness sown. 
Whose frtdt shall spread and fionrish, 

And shake Hke Lebanon. 
For He shall have- dominion, 
O'er river, sea^ and shore^ 
IFar as the eagle's pinion 

And dove's light wing can soar." 

Margaret. 



A LESSON PROM HEATHEN LANDS. 

I WILL tell you a little stoiy I have read about the 
Bechuanas in South Africa. When the Missionary 
went first to them, he began to teach them to read ; 
.ind so eager were the people to learn, that they 
^crowded to the school till t)ie place was crammed full. 
Men as well as boys went to leam ; and so many were 
Tfchere, that the younger scholars ran great risks of 
^eing stifled by the grown-up men. 

The Missionaiy hardly knew what to do, but at last- 
he resolved to send some of the younger ones to 
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the infant school; he knew they wonld not like- 
this, an4 would not go wiQinglj, and that he should 
be oUigod to torn Htumk out. 80 he put a bar of wood* 
acrQ98 th^ door of the school, about three feet and a . 
hsjf bom tiie ground, and turned out all the aeholars ^ 
wbo 4»Mi}d pass under the bar without stooping, 'jphe - 
niimber H^us dismissed was eighty-six. For Mh§ next • 
two days there was room enough for those who re- 
nudned; but on the third day the place was as full 
al it mm before. We may leam a lesson from ^ese 
Beailkfiis. How numy persons in thi^ country might 
loira to reftd if they would, but will not take the . 
tipuUe! 

. "There was one old Ohief, however, who would not ~ 
believe the people oould leAm to read, and when his son i 
talked to him about reading, ^' Lies, lies ! " he said, '' I 
will Bot believe that words can become visible." *^ You do - 
not jbelieve it," said his son, '^ Well, we will prove it 
to you." With these words he told one of the best 
re^ucters to withdraw. ^'I^ow," said he, *' think of 
scffotething, and tell it to this white man, be will 
difir «ome m»rkfi on the atiad, and yoa wiU see." The 
w^ifce man wrote on the 8«Dd what the old Chief told . 
luaa. Tbe vijiage scholar was calied in, and read 
the vritii^ (m th^ sand, the tiiougbts of the old Chief. 
Tfa^i oUi man wq^ astonishad — stupefied ; he covered 
his mputh with his han^, and looked from one to 
another as if to be sure he was not lawusported to- 
an idciiwodi^ At last, haviqg exh^iirtei a!l his 
cjpjipi#iTDig nf wonder, he began acceding all his 

rela|shr««teMk^M#4Cr ^'"ilM ^^ ^^ ^^^ wonders before. 
It wv m !#« 1t^ a i iy m d Ui^ ti^y bad told him. . 
The ^^igmk^A <M ^^m^ waa not to be reasoned 
with. 

Fivm Twenty Years in South Africa, by the Sev, R 

Casalis. 
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WOMEN MAKING CLOTH IN THE SOUTH 

SEAS. 

Befobe the Missionaries went to the South Seas^ 
the people were very idle: they could not hear to 
work. Sometimes they lay on the ground in the 
sunshine, and sometimes they amused themselves with 
swinging on trees. The consequence was, that they 
were dirty and half-clothed, and lived in miserahle 
liuts. Now that the Grospel has come to them, they 
have read that if any man will not work he is not to 
^at. . They have many carpenters, and cahinet-makers, 
.and hoat-huilders, and printers, and cotton-manufac- 
turers, and sugar-hoilers ; and they follow many other 
i^rades. Some of the women make plait for bonnets, 
.from the stem of the arrow-root. It is beautifully 
white and smooth. On the opposite page the women 
*are seen making cloth. They look as if they were 
beating it. How much happier they are than they 
were in their old state, in sin and idleness ! Sin and 
idleness often go together in England, as well as in 
^he South Seas. 

'< In works of labour and of skill 
I would be busy too ; 
For Satan finds some mischief still 
For idle hands to do. 

'** In books^ or work, or healtbfal play, 
Let my first years be past, 
^That I may give for every day 
Some good account at last." 
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THE NEGRO FISHERMAN. 

We have been holding our Missionary Anniversary 
in St. Kitt's, says a Missionary in the West* 
Indies. When the Meeting came on, there was a 
Negro fisherman with his promised subscription ; indeed, 
he had a little exceeded the amount that he said he 
would give. He begged the favour of his name beings 
withheld, and " Fish-pot " was to be put instead. The 
Missionary inquired how it was he was able to give so 
much* The fisherman's reply was to the following" 
effect: "About three months ago," said he, "I 
wondered what I could do to send the Gospel to the^ 
lieathen ; so I made a fish-pot, and determined that all 
the fish caught in it should be sold, and the money 
given to the Missions." A fish-pot is a kind of 
wicker work or basket, with holes let into its sidesr 
through which fish pass to a bait firmly secured within ; 
the fish once in cannot escape. The "Pot" is still 
engaged in and for the same purpose. 



THE COCOA-NUT MISSIOlf-TREE. 

At another Missionary Meeting, among the list of 
contributions was a " Cocoa-nut Tree," 14*. 7d. This- 
amount was given by an old Negro man, a Leader of the 
church, as the sum realized from the produce of a cocoa* 
nut tree during the year. This tree the old man calls- 
the Mission-tree. When I saw it last, it was heavily 
laden with fine ripening nuts. 
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A STORY OF SLAVERY. 
Oke day a Misaionary waa sitting' in u shed, in an 
African village, watching the workmen building hia 
house (for African workmen, unless watched, are apt 
to leave off their work), — when he saw a black woman 
approach with two little black girls, about ten years 
«ld. He observed a basket of fruit ia the hands of 
one of the girls, and he expected she wae going to ask 
iaia to bay some ; but he was mistaken. It was not 
frnit that was to be sold. 
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The Missionary asked the woman what she wanted* 

She pointed to the girls, and replied, " For sale." 

The Missionary was filled with grief at the thought 
of selling children. It immediately struck his mind 
that he might offer a ransom for the children, and 
therefore he inquired, " For how much will you sell 
them?" 

The woman replied, "That girl I sell for eight 
pounds, and this girl for eight pounds ten shillings." 

The Missionary answered, ** Do you think God will 
bless you, while youj go about selling children, as if 
they were dogsP" 

The woman looked alarmed, for she had taken the 
Missionary for a slave-dealer, but now she feared that 
she should be punished. She began to excuse herself, 
saying, " All my own children were stolen from me. 
I only do the same that has been done to me." This 
was a bad excuse indeed. 

The Missionary reproved the woman severely, and 
made her ashamed of her conduct. 

He then turned to the children, and asked thenk 
who were their mothers. 

"I don't know my mother," replied one: "I was. 
stolen when I was very little, and I have been a slave 
a long while." 

" But I know my mother," replied the other : " I 
was stolen only last week, and my mother too. We 
were both sold at one time, but not to the same per- 
sons. We have been parted from each other." 

Then the child began to cry and to sob, and her 
companion cried also ; and they said to the Mission- 
iiry, " Won't the white people buy us and set us free ? 
Will no one deliver us ? " 

We may feel assured that the good Missionary got. 
their ransom paid, and saw their tears dried. 

Far Of. 
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LETTER FROM MRS. GRIFFITHS 



TO "SBYEBAIi LITTLE GIBLS UT WAIXFLEBT.'* 



Mx PSAS yoTJKG Fbiends, 

I HATB received your parcel, containing calico, 
hollaud, frocks, coats, aprons, handkerchiefs, <&c., &c., 
with a kind note on your behalf from Mrs. JoU, giving 
me the very pleasing intelligence how busy you have 
been working for our Indian children, and how self- 
denying in contributiag weekly to buy materials. I 
cannot express my delight to find, that though most 
of you must have been babies when I left Wainfleet^ 
twelve years ago, you are already feeling so lively an 
interest in the great Missionary cause. God blesses aU 
who have this feeling, and He will assuredly bless you^ 

You wish me to dispose of your work as rewards to 
our school children, or to sell it in favour of the school 
funds. I must tell you what I have done, and what I 
intend to do. The first thing was a loan of some 
pinafores. I showed them to one of our Missionary 
sisters, and the patterns are so pretty that she wished 
me to lend her for a few days one of two or three 
sorts to cut from for her own little children. But the- 
first disposal of articles was connected with an event 
which will probably make you sorry, as it has plunged 
all of us here into deep sadness. In the month of 
October last, Mrs. Pinkney, a sister universally beloved^ 
ii» wife of a highly esteemed Missionary in the 
Bangalore District, died. She left eight dear children 
behind ; five in this country, and the three oldest in 
England at school. Some of the children's diothin^ 

H 2 
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you sent came in admirably for the long voyage. You 
can imagine a sea-passage of fourteen or sixteen weeks, 
when little or no washing can be done, requiring a 
large stock of clothing for five children. 

They will feel the cold as they approach Eng- 
land, so that the warmer articles, which I could 
have found little use for here, will be available to those 
dear motherless little ones. I did not charge Mr. 
Pinkney a high price, and the whole proceeds of these 
and the remaining articles shall go to our schools. 

I will tell you something of our great Master's work 
here. We have three day-schools in Madras ; two at 
Royapettah, and one in Black-Town. Both those at 
Royapettah are for Hindu girls; one contains caste 
girls only. If one department of Mission-work is 
more important than any other, perhaps it is the 
girls' schools. The Hindus are so ignorant of what is 
truly great and good, and so unfeeling, that they hate 
the very thought of allowing their women to be 
educated. But some, thank G-od, are beginning to 
entertain better ideas. We have, perhaps, one hun- 
dred and forty girls in these two schools alone ; and 
they are all being instructed in those blessed Scrip<- 
tures, which it is your happiness to have known from 
xihildhood. Could you but once see them — it is one 
of the prettiest sights in the world ! as they sit in 
school, or in chapel, and hear them sing the praise of 
Jesus, you would praise Him as you have never done, 
for disposing you and your parents to help them. The 
other school, not less interesting, is in Black-Town ; 
and the girls are "East Indians;" that is, of mixed 
European and Hindu origin. There are many thoa- 
«ands of East Indians in Madras. Our large congre- 
gation and church consist of this race of people ; and 
a most interesting class they are in all respects ; but 
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especially in relation to the spread of the blessed 
Gospel in this country. 

Several of our valued Mimsters, and exceMeni wives 
c€ Ministers, God has raised up from among them. 
One of my husband's colleagues, the Bev. G. Hobday, 
and his brother, the Bev. J. Hobday, were children in 
our Sabbath'Sohool. 

But I must close. May God bless every one of 
you for your kindness, and always give you a heart to^ 
love Him and His cause I 

I am 

Yours very affectionately, 

M. A. Griffiths. 
Soyapooram, Madras, March \4ith, 1863. 
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THE BIBLE PRECIOUS. 

A ]yiMPHaitA>BT who ymm retiftmuig io tha Soath 
Sfltft fron a will io tUs ecMmiry, took out with him % 
bugft sipplj oi Bibles. It was soon e?ff1»wisted. The 
liiatioMivies had thea to obtM& some bmw9; but it 
was difficult to get them fast enough. He aa^, — 
Agaia>and again hme I seea parties go from mj haase, 
empm/mAg both in laagungo and look the biUwrasi 
disappointment because the Bibles were all disposed of. 

I recollect one morning returning home from the 
Bible-cla£«, which was held sJb sunrise in the chapel, 
and fiading a number of people on our verandah, all 
anxious for the sacred Scriptures. I knew that xko 
copy was left, and could only reply, " The Bibles are 
all gone." Among the group was a fine, intelligent- 
looking young Chief, who had come from an island, 
two himdred miles off, tp^ obtain a copy of the Scrip- 
tures. He stepped forward fkom the rest, and 
addressed me, " O our Teacher, may yau be saved, 
friend ;" adding, ** Come, give me the word of God." 
It was with much regret that I had to re^, " The 
word is gone," "The word is gone." He looked at 
me for a time with silent surprise, and then exclaimed, 
"Alas, -^as!" 

I thei| went into my study, and put my BibJb^ down 
on the.^le. I had not remained long, when | heard 
some on» entering, — a man's hand was stretclj^d forth 
towards tib^ table, and in a moment my !liible was 
gone. I Hooked up, and there was the yqimg Chief. 
He looked at vie, and, throwing down two dollars, 
which in EngMi pioney is eij|h% shillings, said, 
*' Friend, that is your iiftdiMf, anil this is my Bible." 
He pressed the Bible to his bosom, saying, " This is 
a precious word !" 

What could I do ? Could I refuse the young man 
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the word of 'Bfe ? And yet it was my only Bible. I 
fiaid, " Friend, that is the only copy of the Scriptiu-es I 
Lave in your iaaguage, imd I cannot part with it. He 
made answer, " The money is yours, the word is mine." 
^'But," I replied, "what can I do at the house of 
prayer without my Bible ? I want it to read out of — 
I want it to refer to — I want it to preach from." 
'* Ah ! " he exclaimed, " but you can do better without 
the word than I can ; and, if you cannot do otherwise, 
you can borrow one." Then, with great emphasis, he 
continued, " Send the money to Britain, and tell the 
Ohristians of Britain to send out many more Bibles. 
We will buy them all^ for the word is the most 
precious thing we can possess." 

I could withstand his importunity no longer. He 
took his departure with the Bible pressed to his bosom. 
As I watched him out of sight, I offered a prayer : 
•** May the same sacred Spirit who inspired the holy 
page render thai word to thee, my friend, power and 
life!" 



A GOOD EXAMPLE. 

C^B of our Missionary collectors in Simon's-Towm 
called on a person who had been accustomed for some 
years to give her ten shillings a year, which was thought 
a very liberal subscription for hitiii The person in 
tquestion was not at home, and the colle<!tor was alhtid 
fihe would get nothing ; especially as " the times " w^e 
considered very dull. Shortly afterwards, however, dlie 
wfl0 surprised and delighted at receiving a soverei§^ 
wrapped tip in a slip of paper containing these words : 
***! give inore because God has blessed me with more; 
ifor ^(fche earth is the Lord's, and the fulness thereof.' " 

M, S, Thomas, 
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INDIAN ACEOBATS* 

Tttis is taken from a picture painted in India, — 
Indian acrobats performing for the amusement of the 
people. 

You have seen English acrobats, I dare say ; those 
men who balance themselves on poles, and do various 
other curious things. In India, it seems, the women 
do this as well as the men. We have not many 
female acrobats in this country. Mr. Blondin^s wife, 
who with her husband performs many dangerous feats, 
I suppose is the most famous. 



THE BROKEN BELL. 

Ik a letter I received from a Missionary in South 
Africa a short time ago, he says, " I have a great mis-^ 
fortune to tell you of, and which I am sure you will 
be very sorry to hear." And so I was very sorry to 
hear of it, because I was sure it would grieve the Mis- 
sionary very much. 

I will tell you what the misfortune was« Mr. 
Priestley, for that is the Missionary who writes, lives 
at Nisbett-Bath, a Mission -station more than five 
hundred miles from the Cape of Good Hope. Mr. 
Priestley wanted a bell for one of the chapels there, 
that the people might know when the services began. 
So he wrote to a friend in England, and asked for a 
bell to be sent to him. ' 

"Well, the bell was bought, and nicely packed in a 

barrel. The barrel was rather large, because there was 

a wheel and other things in it that would be wanted 

when the bell was hung. The barrel was shipped, and 

got safe to the Cape of Good Hope. Then it had tr 
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be sent hundreds of miles through a country where 
there were no roads fioar carnages, or rivers for boats. 
It would have to be carried in a waggon. The bell 
was taken about half-way, and there stayed for some 

' time. Mr. Priestley paid a visit to Cape-Town, and 
on his return home took up the bell and carried it three 

. hundred miles in his own waggon, and got it safe to 
Nisbett-Bath. Then there was a tree to be got to make 
a post on which to hang the bell. The natives at 
Nisbett-Bath were very indolent. They did not like 
to take the trouble to get a tree unless they were paid 
for their work. At last, after a great deal of trouble, 
Mr. Priestley got the tree, and had it put up. The 
bell was unpacked, and everything was ready, when 
just as they were going to hang the bell, the careless 
Namaquas let it fall, and the bell was broken. 

Now was not this a misfortune, and are you not 
Sony for the disappointment of the Missionaiy ? The 

-Namaquas must do without a chapel bell. 



THE EGYPTIAN GIRL. 

Ik Egypt th* ehildreii, the little girls M^ecially, are almost 

-SB ignotMit M iiM thildrea in savage Heathen countries. They 

know nothing about Christ or heaven. Mies Whatelej is a lady 

living in CSairo. She has written an account of an interview she 

~vhad with a Mohanimedan girl, which will interest our readers, and 

we hope will lead them to think and pray more for the dear little 

strangers who dwell in distant lands, living and dying without 

an eye to pity, or a hand to guide them to Jesus and to heaven. 

Hiss Whateley says that early one morning, in company 

with a friend and her children, she went to a spot on the 

Vborders of the little desert. Here they sat down under the 

refreshing shade of a tamarisk-grove. Only one old shepherd 

was there watehing his fleck. "But in a few minates^" 

she flays, "««r attention was called from the shepherd to 
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a jmmg iiil^o^ pMMd bjpj and who, on seaiag ns, <»aie np 
with an air of good-hmnoitTed coriom^ to the spot wlbero we 
were seated. We both saluted her in a friendly manner, and 

Hrs. immediately entered into conversation, asking her 

same, which was Zeynab, and other trMiBg qaestions, till at 
last she drew her into more serious subjects." 

The girl squatted down on the ground, her long blue cotton 
¥eil hanging gracefully round her slender figure. Sho was rather 
interesting in appearance, and had eyes of a sort ^f olive colour 
ibstead of the customary black. These eyes, large and bright, 
9id shaded by long. dark lashes, gave a peculiar look to Zeynab's 
Ace : she fixed them earnestly on the speaker with a wondering 
vpression, as she heard of thing* so new to her. At length 
2eynab came taiif sat down beside me. " Whal are joi^ doing 1 '* 
ahe asked. I was drawing, and eaylfttned i» hertiifti I endeavoured 
4a represent these trees because they were beautiful. 

** It is very pretty here,** I said- " Yes, lady, very pleasant.*' 
** Shall I tell you a story about a garden far more beautiful than 
i^ja r The eyes brightened, and I commenced tba old history, 
which in so few words tells the happiness and then the misery 
«f man. In simple language I could relate the tale, having often 
^Eien over it with th« children at school. When we eame to the 
sabject of death, I said, ** You Blbslema are afraid of death.** 
''O yes, much, veriymneh aleaid,*' she r^ied^sluiidering and 
^banging countenance. ''Well, theie asa paofje who do not 
Aar to die : it is those who know they will be taken by God to 
^ much happier place than thisi earth here.*' "JBnta mush 
Ihlefl" (Dost thou not fear?) she asked inttocflii%. "No, 
llecause I believe in Jesus the Messiah.'* " Ah, the lady there 
told me about him ; she told me many things.*' " She could 
talk better than I can,** I replied ; " I have but little Arabic, 
«till I can tell you about Jesus;** andaawaM as I wMi^able, I 
sepeated the simple lacts of the need that sia shoald- ba^pumshed, 
and of the sinless dying for the sinfol. " Yea^ the lad^ tald me,*' 
ehe repeated; ''she is a nice lady, very good, very nice." 
^ She taught me to say something to God." The girl hesitated ; 
Ihit by giving her the first word, I enabled her to recollect the 
dtert. pfayer, " Lord; tMHik me t^piruM), $mAi 
Holy 6f int** 

(To be cofUtMfMd.) 
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NO CBOSS, NO CROWN. 

I KKELT in agony alonc^ 
And then in sorrow pray'd, 

" O take away this heavy cross 
Thou on my heart hast laid. 

" I cannot^ cannot hear this grief 
Through all life's weary day, 

Its weight hath how'd me to the dust, 
O take it, Lord, away." 

I scarce had spoke, when from the sky 
There beam'd a shining light, 

And lo ! before my wondering eye 
There stood an angel bright. 

"I come," she said, with pitying Ibok^ 

" To take away thy cross : 
Ah, mortal, thou dost little know 

Thy blessing or thy loss.'* 

And as she took it from my heart, 

And with it upward flew, 
I saw a ray of glory gild 

The cross with golden hue. 

And then around my spirit fell 

A darkness deep as night ; 
When suddenly appeared again 

That blessed angel bright. 



And in her band a crown slie held, 

A crown with jewels rare ; 
I gazed, enraptured at the sight, 

And long'd the crown to wear. 

The angel paused, and sadly cast 

A pitying look oh me ; 
Then softly, sorrowfully said, 

" 'T is not, 't is not for thee. 

" This crown I take to her who bore' 
The grief thou could' st not bear ; 

She bore thy cross a little while, 
Thy crown she now shall wear." 

The angel ceased, and silently 

Pursued her onward way ; 
But in a faltering voice 1 cried, 

" 0, blessed angel, stay. 

*^ I ask not of your hand that gem, 

It is another's due ; 
I only ask another cross. 

Another crown, from you." 

The angel hasten' d then away, 
A beaming: smile she wore, 

But soon returning, in her hand, 
A cross for me she bore. 

And through these man}^^, many years, 
I've wander'd up and down, 

I'm bearing yet the hallow'd cross, 
I'm waiting for the crown. 
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THE CONVERTED HEATHEN BOY. 

We are bappy to learn that our yoang friends m 
England continue their Christmas efforts for the cause 
of Missions. Perhaps, while thus exerting themselves^, 
the thought may arise in some minds, " Are we doing 
any good ? Are the Heathen really benefited by the- 
G-ospel which is sent to them ? Do any of the black 
children ever become happy, holy, and useful?" If 
such wiU look into the " Watchman " newspaper of 
November 29th, 1862, they will there find an account 
of Richard Watson, Native Missionary, Ceylon, who 
was once a Heathen boy. As it may interest some of 
you to know how he became so eminent for piety and 
usefulness, I wiU tell you. 

Many years ago, when Mr. Stott, the Wesleyaa 
Missionary, went to reside in Point-Pedro, he found 
very few Christians; but a great many Heathens, 
and Heathen temples. One day, a little boy came- 
to him, to ask if he would teach him English. Mr» 
Stott consented to do so. The boy's parents were- 
respectable people, as Heathens. His father had a 
temple ; and Viramutoo, for that was his Heathen 
name, used to worship the idol in his father's temple- 
even after he had learnt that it was wrong to do so^ 
He was compelled by his father to go to the temple 
After some time, the Missionary was removed to- 
another part of the island, and would have taken Vira- 
mutoo with him ; but his father would not allow him. 
to go, fearing lest, when removed from his influence, 
he might become a Christian. This was a great grief 
to the boy. 

After the Missionary was gone, Viramutoo became 
very unhi^py, and could not enter into ftoytldiig 
Heathenish. The Holy Spirit had shed a ray of light. 
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on his young mind, and was leading him to love tlM * 
reKgion of Christ. His father peroeiying this, a»d 
believing that he would become a Christian, grew vwy 
angry, and told him that he might go to the Missioii- 
ary ; and he might do what he would with him. A . 
vessel leaving Point-Pedro for Trineomalie, he set sail,, 
and arrived there in safety. He was seen making 
his way to the Mission-house ; and addressing the 
Missionary, in his own language, said, "I am come;,- 
and my father says, you may do what you will with' 
me.'* The Mission family were all very glad to see 
him ; for he was a. fine bright boy, and they knew he 
had a strong attachment to them. He was at once set 
to learn, and made rapid progress. He was very 
attentive to all that was told him. 

Some time after this, he was led to see himself a 
sinner. One day he came to the room door, where 
Mrs. Stott was sitting. Perceiving him weeping, sh© 
inquired the cause of his sorrow. He said, " O mam, 
I am such a sinner." He was told of the Saviour, who- 
died to save sinners, and exhorted to come to that 
Saviour, and He would save him. From that time he • 
attended class, and all the means of grace, and was 
often heard praying in his own little room. In a short 
time he was enabled to testify that the Saviour had 
forgiven his sins, and made him very happy. He now 
expressed a wish to be acknowledged a Christian, and 
was publicly baptized by the name of Richard Watson, 
after a very able Minister who died in ''London many 
years ago. 

Richard now became an active, zealous follower of ^ 
that Saviour who had brought him out of Heathenish, 
darkness into the light of the Gospel. He was greatly 
beloved by the Mission family, and highly respected, 
by aU who knew him. Thus he went on, entering one 
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#pber*) of labour after another, until lie became what 
3VIr. Walton describes, and until his Heavenly Master 
«aw fit to take him from the chm-ch on earth, to join 
the ranks of those who have been redeemed out of 
^very nation, kindred, and tongue, 

M. StoU, 

jy TJrhm, Fort Natal, March 6^A, 1863. 



THE BOY AND THE BAT. 

A HIliroTJ STOET. 

Would you like to hear a story from a Hindu book 
that the boys in India read ? The girls, you know, in 
that country are seldom taught to read, and the boys 
have not many interesting or amusing books written 
for them. They think this story of the boy and the 
rat is very amusing. 

A teacher was once instructing a young boy ; the 
teacher was explaining some things to him which he 
wished hiTn to pay attention to; but, instead of 
listening to the teacher, the boy was watching a rat 
that was in the room, and was trying to make his way 
into a small hole. 

The teacher did not see the rat, but he thought 
that the boy was not giving his attention to what 
lie was saying ; so, to see if he had been listen- 
ing, or, as they say in the Tamil, to see if it was all 
in his head, he said to him, "Is it all in?" The 
boy was still watching the rat, and not thinking of the 
teaching. " Yes," he answered, "it is all in but the 
*ail." 

XOIfDON: tVaXTKb BT WILLIAM NICHO|<S, 46, HOZTON sqUABS. 
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CHILD LIFE IN CHINA * 

Ir you travel about in China, either in cities 
crowded with people, or in quiet country villages, you 
see there, as in England, little children of all ages 
playing about the busy streets, sitting in the shops, 
watching their fathers at work ; or in the bright sum- 
mer evening, with basin and chopsticks, eating their 
little suppers outside some cottage door. There^ as at 
home, the little ones are the pets and playthings of 
their parents; and you may notice many a, father 
nursing his little son, afber the day's work is done ; or 
a mother bending over her babe, — ^not kissing it, as an 
English mother would do, but smelling its little face, 
and whispering in loving terms, " It is very fragrant." 

The birth of a baby, especially of a boy, is a time of 
rejoicing. Its parents send presents of fruit and painted 
«ggs to their relations, who in return send cake and 
fruit to the mother. For several reasons, the Chinese 
prefer having sons to daughters : one is, that :when 
the daughters marry, they go into another family, 
-their parents lose their servipes, and thus have no 
iretum for the expense of bringing them up ; but when 
:sons settle in life, their mother has daughters-in-law 
to wait on her, and a very important person she 
always is in her son's house. Again, sons only can 
2>erform for their parents the funeral qeremonies, on 

* From '' China ai^d its People/ a book for young readers. 

I 
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which they set a very high value. In some parts of 
China, sad to say, little girls are sometimes put to> 
death soon after they are horn ; generally hecause their 
parents are so poor that they fear they shall not be- 
able to find food for their little ones, — though this i& 
no excuse for such a wicked action. These poor people 
do not know the true God, or they would not murder 
their little babes, but would trust Him for help to- 
bring them up. Do not think that it is the mother who 
kills her little one. She often grieves over the deed, 
though it does not shock her so much, because other 
people do the same. I am glad to tell you that this 
sad custom does not prevail all over China, but only 
in some parts where the people are more barbarous than 
their neighbours. When a Chinese baby is about a 
month old, its head is shaved, and if a boy, its father 
invites his friends to a feast, and gives the little one 
his first or " milk-name.'* Girls are generally called 
by this name until they are married ; but boys have a 
new name given them when they go to school. The 
"milk-name" generally has some pretty meaning, 
such as "precious pearl," " peaceful one," "fragrant 
rose;" sometimes it shows the child's place in the 
family, "elder brother," "the eldest," "number two,'* 
" three precious," &c. ; sometimes it is contemptuous,! 
because, though the father thinks much of his little 
one, he does not wish to appear to praise it, so he gives^ 
it such a name as "little cat," " little dog," or simply 
" little one." The Chinese have a great fear of evil 
spirits. When a child dies, they sometimes think that 
an evil spirit has carried it away to vex them ; so they 
give the next child a name which seems to imply thatr 
they do not value it ; for they fancy the spirit will be 
less likely to take it away on that account. 

(To he continued.} 
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THE SLAVE WOMAN OP DAHOMEY. 

The kingdom of Dahomey is in Western A&ica. 
You have heard of the cruel King that reigns there | 
sometimes he kills hundreds of people at onc^. If a reh^ 
tion dies, the King immediately kills a gr#ftt many 
people, because h^ ^ajs hia reUktion will w%at servants 
to attend him in another world, This killiag of the 
people he otitis ^^ a custom ; " and a very bad custom it 
is, is it not? He generally chooses pri^opers, his 
enemies who have been taken captive in war. 

There was a woman who lived in that country. She 
was taken prisoner from her own native tow«. The 
people in this town had offended the King of Daho- 
mey ; so he went to war wit]^ them, aud took ft gre^'t 
many prisoners. These were all takea tto Abomey, the 
capital city of the country. This poor woman, with 
the rest of the prisoners, were sat aside to be Sjicrifiiced 
on a great feast day. Whep t)ie dity arrived, a man 
was told to go and take a certain number frow 9>mong 
the prisoners, who were to go to the enchanted ground 
to be sacrificed. 

This poor woman was taken. When she got to 
the ground, they wQ^ld x^ot kill l^r, hipca^se the 
ipeople consulted their '^ country faisbion," ^ they call 
lit, and they said she was not ^ proper person. Twice 
(was she brought to this enchanted ground, and twice 
"was she taken back again. This woman knew nothings 
at all iibout the true God. She thought it was the 
gods of the country or the "country fashion," 9^ 
they call their religious ceremonies there. So she 
secretly thanked her deliverer, the country fashion, 
iB^ho had saved her from so cruel a death. 
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A few days after her deliverance, she was offered for 
sale in the public market, and bought by a Portu- 
guese slave-dealer. When the slavesdealer had as 
many slaves as he wanted, they wero all crammed into 
a ship to be taken away to one of those countries 
where the poor slaves are forced to toil imder the 
burning sun. Perhaps the Portuguese was going to 
take them to America. 

The English, you know, do not allow any slaves in 
any country belonging to them, and they try to prevent 
slaves being taken anywhere else ; so they send ships 
to sail about and try to catch any of these ships that 
have slaves on board. When they do, they carry them 
to Sierra-Leone, send the slaves on shore, and set then^ 
all free. 

It so happened that an English ship met with thid 
slave- ship, where this poor woman was. They captiired 
the vessel, and took all the slaves to Sierra-Leone, and the 
woman was set free. But this was not the only free- 
dom she experienced. Her body was set free by th^ 
goodness of our English laws. But after she had been 
a little while at Sierra-Leone, her soul was set free 
from the slavery of sin. She heard the Missionaries in, 
Sierra-Leone tell of the love of God, who had died to^ 
redeem the whole world, and to save both body and 
soul from the tyranny of sin and Satan. She thank-, 
fully embraced the offer, and now, no longer a slave, 
but a child of God, she rejoices in her double freedom, 
and feels the truth of that passage of holy Scripture, 
" If the Son therefore shall make you free, ye shall be 
free indeed." 
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THE EGYPTIAN GIRL. 
(Concluded from page ;107.) 

^E promised to try and see her again by coxniHg here. It 
yraa the only chance ; for though she would gladly have come to 
town to see us, she dared not ; her brothers would beat her if 
ehe were to do so ; and with the risk of her not finding the 
right house, we did not urge it. Never had Zeynab been more 
than a mile or so from this little hamlet (about two miles and a 
half from Cairo). No wonder her ideas were as restricted in 
most respects as those of an infant of two years old, though she 
could not have been less than fifteen, and looked a good deal 
more. They do not seem to marry so very early in the country 
as is the custom in town ; for she was not even betrothed, as far 
as we could make out. 

One thing after another hindered our coming together to the- 
tamarisk-grove; but I came there two or three times, and 
brought the school-matron once, in the hope of finding Zeynab, 
but in vain. At last, only a few days before my departure, I 
iiras in the same place, and was looking round almost in despair, 
98 it was the last chance; I heard a voice behind me 
with a joyful salutation; and, turning, recognised the olive 
eyes in a moment: it was poor Zeynab. "0, lady, I 
thought you would never come,** she exclaimed, after patting me 
on the shoulder and kissing my hands, as a vent to her feelings 
of delight. " Whenever I heard carriages on that road," (pointing 
to the Suez road, which is one of the few places where carriages 
ean drive,) " I ran to look for you ; but, no— always not there " 
^(literally, " You were wanting "). " Do you recollect anything 
of what we talked to you about?** I said. *' Yes," she replied; 
but she had forgotten the prayer : unused to learning of any 
kind, the mind did not easily retain the simplest words. I 
repeated them a great many times over, and again told her of 
the love of God in Christ, and promised to pray for her. There 
was not much that I could do for her beside: I dared not 
promise my friend Ifrs. - — - would come, for the hot season 
was advancing; it was almost at the risk of health that I 
ventured to stand talking to her even then, for it was past nine 
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tfclock, and the hot wind ms begianii^ to blow like a fumMe> 
ItlMt. Daiiag the Bummer thsro iras no great probabililj Ui&t 
anj one could come so &r on the eh&nce of finding her. 

And now winter has come and gone since I Ufit saw Zeynah, 
And I have heard nothing. Various circumstanceB prevented 

her heing ttaced b^ Mn. , who was the onl; peiton like^ 

to be reeogniied bj her; bnt soielf God, who saw Hagai in the 
wildemcaa, ha« not Iwt light of thii lone one ! Hu He not 
beaid the soUtu; pn^er nnder the ttuniuiBk-trees, " Ood, 
teach me Tkg trath T 

Fram whom ia mucft required 1 Is it not from ns, to whom, 
mnch light hat been so gcaclonsly ^ren 1 Bat one prayer, and 
a Ibw words from two CluiBtiana, ia all that hae been giren to 
this young girl ; yet &e Lord nuy we fit to bless even tiiia 
mnall seed, and to send a gleam of light into that dark sonL 
Perhaps some fHends will kindly remember this girl of the 
ta msrisk-grore sometimes in their pr^rers, and eo help her 
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ipve up tiie Bible, 
Y book of truth, 

staff of hoary a^^, 
I for early youth, 
it sheds a glorious light 
' dreary road, 
liat speaks a Saviour's love, 

us home to God. 

Wo wou't givB up t 

Sut spread it far 
Until its saving won 

Bejond the rolling 
TiU all shall know i 

Aud with one voii 
Besolve that firom G 

They'll nerer, nev 
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liars' Eeply to ^^ ^^z 



'Vfe won't giTS up tba Bible 

For pleasure or for pain, 
We'll buy the truth, and se' 

For all that we could gaii 
Though man should try to t 

£y guile or cruel might, 
We'd sufisT all that man coi 

God would defend the nghu. 

Bible. 

1 wide, 

be heard 

de. 

earing power, 

and heart 

s sacred word 

part." 
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HOME DUTIES. 

FSAYEB. 

Thebe was once a gentleman wlio had to walk through 
^ thick wood. It was a very dark night, and he did not 
iknow the road ; and as he entered the wood, he lifted 
. up his heart to God, and asked Him not to allow him to 
lose himself. By-and-hye he saw a light a little way on. 
It was a boy about ten years old, with a lantern, and 
when he asked how far he was going through the wood, 
he named the very town to which the gentleman was 
: going. " That is good, my little man," said the gentle- 
man : '' I am going there too, and we will be company 
for each other." So he took him by the hand, and 

• they trudged on, the little boy showing the way, and 
his companion beguiling it with interesting conversa- 

' tion. When they reached the town, the gentleman 
shook hands with the boy, and said, " Thank you, my 
boy. I am very much obliged to you." " What for, 

' Sir ? " " For lighting me through the wood." « O, I 

* did not know. Sir, that I was doing you any good, I 
was just carrying my lantern." And so dear children, 
who are converted, and whose little hearts are warm 
with love to God, love to all around them, and love 
to the Mission cause, are always doing good by their 
happy smiles, by their acts of kindness, by their spirit 
and influence, and that often without knowing it, be- 

' cause they are " carrying their lanterns," and shining 
as little "lights in the world." Now this is what 

. grown-up people call doing good indirectly ; that is, 

' doing good by just living to God ourselves. But each 
of us should seek to help the Mission causa, and try 
to do good to those around us directly ; and tibere are 
two ways in which we are often told we can do this ; 

-namely, praying and giving. 
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THE SLAVE TEADE IN WESTERN AFRICA. 

It is dangerous for children in Africa to walk about 
alone, even in the towns. 

A girl of ten years old was sent out with sweet- 
meats to sell. It was getting dark as she was passing 
by a house — when suddenly the door opened, and a 
man called to her to come in, saying he wanted to buy 
some sweetmeats. She went in, and sold some of her 
little articles. She was counting out the cowries, when 
she felt a hand placed before her mouth, and a strong 
arm dragging her towards the back of the house. 
There the poor child was detained a prisoner till the 
middle of the night ; when she was put in a boat, and 
taken down the river to a distant village, and sold for 
fourteen dollars (or nearly three pounds) . 

What was the distress of her parents when their 
child did not return at night with her basket as usual ! 
They were almost distracted ; for this was their only 
one, and their whole delight. In their misery they 
applied to the friends of the miserable — ^the Missionaries. 
These kind men searched all over the country,, and 
at last found out where the girl was, and they got her 
out of the hands of the robbers, and restored her to 
lier parents. 

What was done to the wicked man who stole her so 
basely and barbarously ? He was punished, but not 
much; he was made to pay a small sum of money to 
the judge. It is to be feared that he will continue to 
^o the same deeds that he has ever done. 

Far Of. 
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MISSIONS TO ENGLAND. 

It is well for us, who live in happy England in the 
year 1863, to remember how different thin^ were some 
himdreds of years ago. The Britons who used to live 
in this country were heathen, who worshipped false 
gods and offered human sacrifices. Such things make 
one shudder to think of. But soon after the time of 
St. Paul, the Missionary Apostle, Christian Mission- 
aries went everywhere preaching the Gospel, and some 
of them came over to Britain, and some to Ireland, 
and then they taught the people the sweet story of the 
Cross. And when the Romans came over to conquer 
the land, more Christians came with them, and the 
poor Britons heard them gladly, and they left their 
cruel idol-worship and learned to build churches where 
they might worship the true God. But after many 
years the Saxons and the Angles came from the north 
of Europe, and they conquered the country. They 
were brave, strong men ; but they were Pagans, and 
they drove the poor British Christians into the moun- 
tains of Wales ; and so the country became almost as 
bad as before. These Saxons named the days of the 
week after their gods, and the names have never been 
altered since then. 

Now, I want to tell Vou a story that will show you 
how Missionaries came to be sent to England again, to 
teach these poor ignorant Saxons and Angles the way 
to heaven. A very good man named Gregory was 
passing through the slave-market in Rome, and he saw 
there some very beautiful boys with blue eyes, fair 
skin, and fair hair. Now, the people in Italy generally 
have dark hair and eyes, and they admire those who> 
have fair complexions very much. "Who are these 



125 

beautiful boys ? " eaid the good man, as he stopped to 
look at them. " They are Angles," said one who stood 
by. "Ah," said Gfregory, "I wish that they were 
C/hristianB, then they would become angels. And what 
is the name of their King ? " ** Ella,** was the reply. 
*" Then may AUelujah be sung in his dominions." 

Gregory did not forget the beautiful English boys, 
whose land lay in heathen darkness ; and, as he walked 
on, he tried to think what could be done for the far 
distant Angle-land. He wanted to come himself; but 
he could not do that, because the people of Borne made 
him their Bishop. After a time, he sent a Missionary 
monk, named Ai^ustine, to try to make the people 
Christians. Augustine and his companions landed at 
Kent, and the King of Kent, who had a Christian wife, 
was willing to receive them kindly. He sat on a high 
seat, out of doors, with all his people round him, and 
Hhe monks came slowly before him, bare-headed and 
bare-footed, chanting solemn hymns as they walked. 
And when the King had heard the Gospel message, he 
^ve them a church to worship in at Canterhupy, and 
rsoon afterwards he became a Christian and was bap- 
-tized, with numbers of his people. Then Augustine 
went on to other parts of the country ; and after a 
^ime England became a Christian land. Now, as you 
travel from one part of England to another, you cannot 
pass a tiny village without a church, and every large 
^wn has numbers of chiurches and chapels, where the 
people meet from week to week to worship God. Let 
-the children of happy England help to send the good 
message to other countries, that the children of heathen 
lauds may be baptized in God's Holy Name, and taught 
■to grow up in His fear and love. 
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REGINA— A TRUE STORY. 

Many years ago there were Indians living in a parir 
of America, where white-faced people now dwell. 
They were fierce, copper^coloured men, with knives 
and sharp axes, and great hows and arrows. They did 
not love the white people ; they did not want them to 
live there. They used at times to lull the white men,. 
and hum their houses, and steal away their children. 

At that time a farmer was living in his own new 
home, which he had bmlt himself. 91iere were bright 
flowers around it, which he had planted. His fields- 
were full of com and wheat and clover. At night his 
horses and his oxen and his cows were brought to 
his big bam and stable. He was very happy in his 
home, with his wife,, and his sons, and his two little- 
daughters. 

The eldest daughter was named Regina. It is her 
story I am going to tell you. Regina loved to hear 
her good mother talk about God, and read to her out 
of " the book in which God speaks to us," and sing 
sweet hymns to her and to the baby, as she sat knit- 
ting stockings and rocking the cradle. 

One morning, when Regina was about nine years- 
old, her father and brothers went out to work in> 
the fields ; and her mother said to her : " Regina, 
take good care of your little sister to-day, and put< 
bread and pork and cabbage on the table at dinner- 
time. I shall be away till evening. I must go and 
take com to the mill, and bring home flour to make* 
fresh bread; but I will be back before dark." So the 
mother kissed the little girls, and got a bag of corn 
out of the bam, and went along the path by the sider 
of the brook. Begina stood watching her till she was 
-uite out of sight. Then the little sister caught hold. 
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of B^ina's dress and clung to ter, crying. She felt 
lonely and afraid. So did Begina. But she remem- 
bered God ; so she took the little one in her lap, and 
Bang one of their mother's aweet hymna to her. 

The baby 
Boon feir 
asleep.' Be- 
g^a began 
to pull up 
the weeds- 
froin among' 
the flowers. 
Suddenly a 
brightligbt- 
flashed up- 
on her eyes. 
The bam 



vage shout. 
The Indi- 

there. They 
set Are to 
the house. 
They caught 
up Begina 

and her little sUter, and ran with them to the woods. 
Poor Begina ! As they carried her through the fields, 
she saw her father and her brothers lying there, all 
bleeding and dying. Poor, poor mother! How would 
she feel when she came back in the evening i 
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WHAT BECAME OP EEGINA. 

I do not know what became of the little sister; 
T)ut I will tell you about Hegina. The Indians carried 
her and many other white children to their rude villages, 
far off among the thick trees of the wild forest. Some 
they left in one place, and some in another* Eegina 
and a younger child named Louise were given to an old 
Indian woman to live with her and to be her little 
slaves. The old woman was cross and cruel to them. 
They had to go out in the heat and the cold and the 
wet, to dig up roots for her to eat. They got very 
little food themselves — nothing but wild roots. They 
were often scolded and beaten. Poor little girls ! In 
that strange, lonely plaee! No &ther; no mother; 
no brother; no friends! Bat Qoi was with them — 
that was Regina's only comfort. Every day, when 
their work was done, she would go with Louise to 
some quiet, mossy spot, and sit down there and teach 
her the hymns and the texts she had learned from 
her mother. Often they would kneel together and say 
over their little prayers, and ask God to be kind to 
them and to their mothers. 

But was Gtod reaSy there with her? A»A SA He 
listen to them ? Anii did He do anything for them P 
We shall hear soon. But first, teB me> if jfou had 
been there among the Indians, what hymns, and 
texts, and prayers could you have said ? Do you know 
.any ? Or would you forget English, and forget God, 
.and be like a wild Indian P 



(To he continued,) 



'IiOirDOH: TKntTED BY WILUAM lUOHOLS, 46, HOXTON SqXTARI. 



WESLEYAN JUVENILE OFFERING. 



A VrSIT TO THE FALLS OF GAIRSOPPA, INDIA. 

titm. Bumrtvm hu kiodlj wnt this uoonnl of her rUt 1* 
the FftlU for ber young fiiaods in EDglmd to read ;—• 

Wa Bt(i;e<t wireral daya at Shemogi, the cftpitat of tb* 
Nnggui GODtttTf, jud vhich, we hope, will soon become om 
of our UiadoD^tMtoQS, A little more than aiztj inil«s fiirthar 
weit bmught ns to the fall* of Quraoppa, and afforded lu tho 
«pportHBl9 of ieelng thew nutl wonderfid and btutif ul object 



130 

in God's creation. The country around is cliarming, being 
mountainous and thickly wooded. From the top of a high hill 
in the neighbourhood we obtained a view of the sea thirty miles 
away ; and this glimpse of the Indian Ocean, so much nearer my 
beloyed native land than the Bay of Bengal^ gave me a thrill of 
pleasure. It is impossible to describe the grandeur and beauty 
of the Falls, or the mingled feelings of awe, admiration, and 
delight, which they inspire. Of course, a picture is only a faint 
representation ; but I hope it will help you to imagine what they 
are like^^is obtaining the photograph involved much labour and 
fatigae, 

I Almost shudder now when I think of our lying at fuH length 
«nd peeping down into the fearful chasm where, sevenl hundred 
feet below, large flocks of pigeons are ever flitting about la the 
sutilight, and appear like large insects. Hr.Sandenton pushed 
ov0r the edge of the precipice huge stones, which were so long 
in. reaching the bottom, that, after descending to a gpreat depth, 
they seemed for a few seconds to remain stationary. But t^e 
most enchanting view is from the bottom of the ravine, and, 
though the descent Is very difficult, I resolved to brave atl (oil 
4UfA fittigue in order to see the Falls from every point. Little 
E^inhardt accompanied us, being carried most of the way by 
two kind natives, whom we accidentally met on the way. 

The Fall to the right Is called La Dame Blanche, or the 
White Lady, and It descends so gently and gracefully over the 
fa^e of the rock, that it has the appearance of a delicate, white 
lace robe. The next is the Rocket, which shoots down in a 
great hurry. The Fall of which yea see only the lower portion 
i& called the Roarer, four or five hvftdred feet of which are hidden 
by the gigantic roc#ln front ; but from another pemt it Is seen 
thundering down the sloping gorge, and is a most terrific sight. 
Lastly, the great Fall, which you have to the left of the picture, 
descends la awful miy'esty at one leap eight hundred aadjt^irty 
feet into the dark pool below. A sueceasion of hxreky xiJj&b<Mra 
Iftlbrmed upmi the spray, and any one approaohing too near^the 
iasA of the Falls la wet. to the skiA la a few momiOttto. The t^ 
k aever weaded with gaeiag an Uua magnlfieont «seBEe, the Hke 
of nMch I aeaveely ever^eispeot Jo beiMM again. Some traveUttn 
who have aeea* Niagaca gm ]flseGe<kBee to GaIdb^ims .^mng 
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yearly six times higher, and displaying so many fonns of water 
beauty; but these Tails lack the immense body of water in the 
former, one of which is nearly half a mile wide ; so that it is 
liardly fair to compare them. 



CHILD LIFE m CHINA. 
(^Continued from jpoffe 114i,) 

Chikese children are not washed and bathed s6 
much as English children are. For the first yeair it 
is thought dangerous to put a baby into water, so it 
is only wiped over with a wet cloth. Its age, too, is 




^V\vf^ 







not reckoned like ours. If bom at the end of the 
year, it is said to be two years old after the next year 
has begun, because it has lived in part of two years. 
It is, therefore, called three years old when it is little 
xhore than (Sne. Babies, as soon as they can stand, are 
{)^t to play in a little frame of bamboo, with a stool in 
it, something like a carriage without wheels. In 
■vdntef they are placed in a kind of basket of very 
iibickiy twisted straw, shaped like an hour-glass, tvith 

E 2 
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a hole at the top and one at the bottom. The^ 
baby is put in at the top, and under the basket, on 
the floor, is placed a pan of heated charcoal to keep", 
its little feet warm. It has rattles to plaj with, as 
babies at home have. It is not generally weaned till 
it can run about ; and is fed with rice, boiled very soft 
indeed, called " tsok '* in Shanghai. Its head is often 
shaved ; and its hair, as soon as it is an inch or two- 
loQg, is braided into a little tail, and tied with a bit of 
red cord or silk. Sometimes they have two little tails„, 
one on each side of their heads. Sometimes only one 
sticking out of a round hole in the top of their caps. 

A baby's cap in China is not made of muslin or 
lace, but is a stiff band of silk or velvet, embroidered 
with gay colours, adorned with little tinkling bells^ 
and generally with a little gilt image of a bu-sah or 
idol just in front, which the poor Heathen mother 
thinks a protection to her child. Babies* clothes, too^ 
are never white. If their parents are poor, they com- 
monly dress them in blue cotton cloth ; but their 
delight is to clothe them in the gayest silks or satins. 
Their outer garments are a long petticoat open behind ;. 
outside this a shorter dress high at the neck, with 
long sleeves; and over their shoulders a small cape,, 
often stiff with beautiful needlework, and edged with 
tiny bells ; scarlet, green, or purple are the favourite 
colours. In the depth of winter, in the north of j 
China, the babies' clothes are padded so thickly witiv 
cotton that they look like little bolsters ; their sleeves^ 
stand out to such a degree that they cannot bend, 
their little arms. In the summer, the young children, 
^rasar scarcely any clothes — only a piece of cotton-cloth. 
cftTering the front of their bodies, sometimes fastened 
on by a silver chain round their necks ; and you may. 
often see the little ones with the chain, and' nQthiog^ 
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•else ia the middle of the daj when the weather is 
very hot. Can you fancy a fat brown baby, with a little 
tail of jet*black hair on the top of its head, and eyes 
like large black beads, playing about with a little 
ichain on its neck, or in the winter muffled up in 
thick wadded clothes, and a dark cap fitting closely 
to its head, with a round hole at the top for its 
little braid to pass through P 

Older children wear little loose cotton trousers in 
•the very hot weather, and frequently an upper gar- 
ment, without sleeves, of grass cloth or thin gauze. 
<]/hihese boys are sent to school when they are about 
weight years old ; they are then dressed like little men, 
4ind wear skull caps, and little stiff velvet collars in the 
winter. They study a great many hours a day, begin- 
ning soon after it is light in the morning, and not 
leaving off till five in the evening, excepting the time 
they are taking their meals. But they do not work 
Jiard at their lessons all this time ; they are ofben 
listless and sleepy. It would be much better to let 
them have a good game of play, and compel them to 
be diligent for a shorti time, especially when they are 
little. They have few games such as English children 
play at, and not many toys. They amuse them- 
selves with small clay or card figures of animals or 
men while they are very young ; but when they are 
at school they strut about in their play-hours likb 
gentlemen, and I am sorry to say, they soon learti to 
^mble with cards, dice, or dominoes, as their eldei^ 
do. 

When a visitor calls on a Chinese gentleman, if he 
asks after the sons, they are brought in to see hini, 
and they are taught to kneel down before him and 
knock their heads on the fioor, and afterwards to 
stand facing the giiest at a respectful distance. Oreat 
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care ia taken to teach children the proper JbnnE df 
politeness to he ohserred to their fiiends oi* elder 
telations. They are early taken to the temples. I 
have seen a father teaching a babe under two years 
of age to fold its fat hands, kneel, and bow its head 



the ground before the idols. Little girls oilen 

study with their brothers till they are about twelve 

fourteen years of age. After that time they are 

kept with their mothers, and never come into the 

rooms where their fathers' visitors are received. 

Parents often betroth their children, or promise them 
^ .marriage, while they are very young ; and some- 
jtimea the little girl is taken and broi^ht up tj her 
future motber-in-law, who can educate her as . she- 
pleases. 

Uirls are taught to make their own shoes, to em- 
broider, play on a kind of guitar, and somotimee to 
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read and write, though very few women indeed of the 
middle classes can read at all. They are shown how 
to prepare their food, to spin and weave, hut are not 
trained to he active and industrious. They spend 
much of their time in dressing and adorning their hair. 
Poor things I they have nothing to think ahout — ^no 
interesting, hooks to read — and can never enjoy the 
conversation of friends like English girls, though they 
are not unhappy, because they, know of no better lot. 
The Chinese are glad to have their daughters 
instructed, and in some of the Christian schools 
girls are taught the holy Scriptures, and many 
other things, besides their own duties; and they 
can learn quite as well as the boys, and grow up 
very intelligent. We hope they wiU be useful in 
teaching their poor country-women and their own 
little children. 



SEED SOWING. 

Akd though with sorrow, Lord, I own 
How little seed my hand hath sown, 
That seed is Thine ; it cannot die, 
Nor shall the harvest withering lie. 

I may not resup, but others will ; 
For never shall that voice be still. 
Whose loud command is echoed yet , 
From Judah^s favour'd Olivet : 

" Qoy teach aU lands." The church bias heard,. 
And will obey her Saviour's word^ 
Others will come when I am gone, 
And Ethiope yet her God shall own. 

Mrs, Sening^ 
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LITTLE PREACHERS. 

We have no words with which to tell 
The truths that others teach, 

And scarcely one would hearken well 
Unto our childish speech. 

Yet day hy day, if we should try 

To do the things we know, 
The wisest that should pass us hy 

Might wiser, holier grow. 

Our Saviour, Christ, a lesson taught 

From lilies in the grass — 
From little hirds, that quick as thought 

Amongst the hranches pass. 

A wise man, and a holy one, 

God's hlessed word should preach ; 

JBut if by us His will he done, 
Some truth may children teach. 

If, when our neighbour does ns wrong, 

An answer kind we make, 
And bear it patiently and long, 

A lesson he may take* 

And sinner thus from sinner learns 
Something that God has taught, 

And, by a lamp that feebly burns. 
To holier light is brought^ 
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HOME DUTIES, 

PBAT£B. 

We will have a little talk about prajers £(k Missions,. 
Were you ^vei in a spinning null, dear children? 
Have you passed, half stupefied with the noise, from 
room to loom, and seen all the wonderful eon-trivances- 
by which almost without hands the caw material is 
prepared and made into thread ? And then have you 
been led into the engine-room, and have you seen the 
great giant plunging up and dovirn, and the huge strap 
which keeps all in motion up stairs ? But what keeps 
the engine going ? 0, most, of you kiiov that sejcret, 
too. You have seen the boiler and the s^eam, and the 
fire, and you know that if the fire were allowed to go 
out there would be no boiling water, no steam tc^ work 
the engine, and the huge strap would be motionless, 
and all the "beaters '* and "fanners," and " spinning 
Jennies " would drop work in an instant. , Alas, alas, 
that so many spinning mills are silent in our land I 
God grant that the busy hum of machinery may soon 
be heard again as before, and that our poor brethren 
in America may cease to " tear each other's eyes.'* 

But some one has compared the Mission-work to a 
spinning mill ; and however ably the machinery may 
be fitted to work out God's plans, it will all be useless 
without " fire " to keep up . the ateam. Now our fire 
comes from heaven ; and God, the faithful, Almighty 
God says, *' He will give His Spirit to those who ask 
it." He says, "Ask, and ye shall receive." 

Children, you can all help to keep the fire blazing. 
Lambs of Jesus, you can all bleat in the ears of 
your Shepherd ; and the bleating of Christ's fiock is 
prayer. In answer to prayer God sends i^ Holy 
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Spirit, who breathes into the hearts of the friends- 
of Missions, and makes them willing to gvv&. Then 
He touches the hearts of suitable men, and makes 
them willing to go. And then He goes with them • 
removes momitains out of . their way, exajts valleys, 
casts up the highway, overthrows the idols, incHnes- 
the people to hear and believe their glorious itiessage* 
of peace and love, and turns them froln daxkness to 
light, and from the power of Satan to the living God. 

The fii*t great duty, then, that we owe to the- 
Mission-cause is to pray, pray, pray without ceasing 
for the Spirit of God. And do not let us be satis- 
fied with general prayers for the " whole world," and 
for "all Missionaries:" that is very good when we 
have not time for more ; but the first represents an 
** artificial terrestrial globe," the other a Co^feve&ee of 
Ministers sitting in rows. The apostle did bot mean 
that wholesale kind of prayer when he said, "Brethren, 
pray for us ;" nor did he mean it when he said, ** I will 
that supplications, prayers, intercessions, and giving: 
of thanks, be made for all men." Let us read B\)o\xt 
Missions until we can wander in imagination over 
the different parts of th^ Mission-field as on familiar 
ground, and pray until we have a fellow-feeling with 
the Missionaries in their work, and with each ^or 
neglected heathen child. 

You all remember the "Bear story" In ouir 
"Juvenile Offering." I love that stwy, and the- 
little boy it tells about, because he prftyed sa 
perseveringly for his friend who sent him the'beairs'- 
foot. Let us imitate him, and' let us have a ime 
set apart each day to pray for Missions ' and notbflsijg 
else. Let us each for ourselves fix a time when we- 
can quietly spend a short time each day, in eMih 
week, the year round, in praying for' ^issioQArie^ 
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their families, and their work. Now, will you try to 
do this, dear children? Fix a time that will not 
interfere with your other seasons of private prayer, 
And try to remember and keep ifc. 

" Come, Lord, from above. The mountains remove. 
Overturn all that hinders the course of Thy love. 
Our bosoms inspire, Enkindle the fire. 
And .wrap our whole souls in the flames of desire." 



REGINA— A TRUE STORY. 
{Continued from page 128.) 

THE LOST ONE FOTJITD. 

Rbgina lived ten long years among the Indians. 

•«fihe grew to be nineteen years old, and she wore the 

Indian dress, and spoke the Indian language ; but, 

4ihanks to her prayers, and texts, and hymns, she had 

'.not forgotten her English, nor her mother, nor her 

Saviour. Her poor mother was still alive, but she 

was growing old. She had looked everywhere for her 

lost daughters, and had given up all hopes of finding 

them, when she heard some news. She heard that 

•the English soldiers had been fighting with the 

Indians, and had made them promise to bring back 

<dl the white people they had stolen away. They were 

to bring them to a small town ; so Regina's mother 

,went to this town, to see whether her daughters were 

among them. There she found four huudred white 

|)eople who had been brought back by the Indians, and 

•many of them were girls ; but how could she tell 

whether they were her daughters ? Her Regina, 

^hen she lost her, was a country child, just nine years 

old ; now she must be nineteen, and browned by the 
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sun, and dressed like a young Indian ; how could 8h&r 
know her ? The mother walked along the lines ; she- 
went from one to another; she looked into their faces ; all 
seemed strange. Kegina was there ; hut even her own 
mother did not know her. ^'But still," she thought^ 
^* Kegina may know me, if, indeed, she is among them ; '^ 
and so she passed again along the lines, and took one 
and another by the hand ; but no one seemed to know 
her ; sorrow and years had altered the poor mother^ 
She burst into tears. 

The English captain felt sorry for her. He said 
to her : " Is there not something you could show, or 
something you could do, to make your daughter know 
you ?" " Perhaps," said the woman, " perhaps she 
mi^ht remember the songs I used to sing as I rocked 
the cradle." " Try," said the captain. So the mother 
began to sing, *' Alone, yet not alone am I ;" she had 
sung it often to herself since her children and her 
husband had been taken from her. " Alone, yet not. 
alone am I," she sang ; but before she could begia. 
another word, Bsgina^s arms were round her neck, 
Begina was calling her, "Mother, mother!" 

So the mother and daughter were together again, 
and happy. God had been with them both when 
they weye parted. He had heard their prayers. Hcv 
had brought them to each other. 

Let us learn to sing, when we feel lonely at any^ 
time, — 

*' Alone, yet not alone am I, 

When all is dark^ and wild, and drear ; 
Mj heavenly Father still is uigh. 

He comes the weary hours to cheer : 
I am with Him, and He with me, 
So ' all alone ' I cannot be." 



lAAf* CARRYING WATER FROM THE RIVER GANGES. 

The Ganges is one of the largest rivers in the 
EWorld : it is more than two thousand miles in length. 
It flows through the finest part of the East Indies. 
The banks present a lovely sight : cottages made of 
'bamboo are seen amidst groves of tamarind, palm, and 
banyan trees. 

The Heathen not only flock to worship the idols in 
~the temples that crowd its banks, but alao to oSer 
their prayers to the gneat river itself, which they 
r^ard as a goddess, named Ounga. Not only do th^ 
look upon the water as holy, but the fish, frogs, snakes^ 
snuls, leeches, and even the mod, are held to be sacred. 
In one of the Hindu writings it is said : " goddess ! 
the owl that lodges in the hollow of a tree on thy 
banks is eialted beyond measure ; while the King, 
whose palace is far from thee, though he may possess 
a million of stately elephants, is nothing!" The sight 
' of it is stud to do good ; a few drops of its water makes 
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the soul pure ; and daily bathing in it makes a man 
happy in this worM and in the world to come. In 
courts of justice the witnesses are bound to speak the 
truth by holding a basin of Ganges water in their hands.. 
One day in the year many thousands of the people 
eome from all parts to the river. They carry with 
them riee, cloth, fruit, and sweetmeats, and hang, rows 
of be'autiful flowers across the river. After they have 
bathed, a Priest casts the fruit and rice into the riv^r ; 
and they worship the fishes, frogs, and other creatures 
that live in the Ganges. Lamps of melted butter are 
floated on the water. They then bow to the river, 
and return to their homes. At other times "they 
make small rafts of straw, and flx. on them little 
•earthen vessels of oil ; and when it grows dark they 
light the lamps, and send the rafbs floating down the 
river." As they light thousands at once, the river 
aeems blazing with stars. It looks very pretty ; but 
it is shocking to think that they trust to it for the 
^Ivation of their souls ! 

, Men make long pilgrimages to get some of the 
water, which they carry away with them in pots, as 
*you see the man in the picture is doing. \ 

"Fathers and mothers bring their children, and 
make them kneel to the Brahmins, who mark their 
foreheads with mud, with the mark of the particular 
god they worship ; and they used frequently . to 
throw their children into the river to be drowned, 
or drown themselves, as a sacriflce to the Ganges. 
'Not long ago, at Benares, a father snatched his 
own baby from its mother's arms, and threw it into 
the Ganges. They are very willing to do ^ some great 
thing' to save their souls; but no one is willing 
naturally to trust to Jesus, and by faith in Him to 
wasl^ in His blood, and be clean.^' 

a •"» ...» • 
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DEATH OP A KABEN CONVERT. 

This account is written by Mrs. Ingalls, a Mis- 
sionary lady, who lives among the Karens. 

'' Death has claimed one of our number. He had a 
very wicked wife, «nd we sometimes feared for his- 
faith ; but the testing time came, and he went, firmly 
trusting in Christ. 

** He was a timber merchant ; and when his disease- 
fastened upon him, he sent for his wife, and com- 
menced his homeward journey. She met him a dis- 
tance of four days from this, and tried to persuade^- 
him to rest; but he said. No; he must be brought 
to the Christians ; and they resumed their march. 

" But a change came, and he asked to rest under- 
a tree in the jungle. The wife saw the change, and' 
hastened on to a shelter. Then she asked hiont 
how she should bury him, as she could neither read' 
nor pray. He gathered strength and said, * TeU them- 
I am not afraid ; all is right with me.* Then, as- 
speech failed, he pointed to his basket, where he kept 
his Hymn-Book. She obeyed him, and was troubled^ 
to understand his wishes ; but after some consideration,, 
she inquired if he wished to have the Hymn-Book 
buried with him. He assented, and in a moment h& 
was gone. She said she buried him with his book oit 
his breast; and then she said, ^ Shall I tell you?*" 
looking confused, *I looked up to heaven, and said. 
If the eternal God is the true one, save him.' " 

The day of test came, and we believe oub brother 
was saved, and is now singing the song of heaven. 
May others have this blessed reception, all washed and 
purified in the blood of the Lamb ! 

LONDON : PSIMTED BY ^TILLIAM NlOHOLS, At, BOltolf 9<(VAB>» 



WESLEYAN JUVENILE OFFERING. 



ARTHUR AYLIFF AND HIS LITTLE 
KAFFIR FRIEND. 

Mt deab Fbiend, 

I HATS thought that the accompanying picture and 
history might interest some of the readers of the 
Juvenile Offering. The Kttle white boy, Arthur Ayliff, 
was a grandson of the Rev. Barnabas Shaw and John 
Ayliff, both well-known Missionaries in South Africa* 
The little black boy was foimd creeping off his mother's 
back, who had died from starvation, during the Kaffir 
famine in 1857. His name is Maset. 

Arthur Ayliff was bom February 14th, 1854, at 
King William's Town, British Kaffraria, and dedicated 
to God in baptism by the Rev. William Appleyard. 
When about a year old, he became very ill, and grew 
worse for two or three years, and was constantly under 
the doctor's care, who at last said he must take a voyage 
to the Cape, where his grandpapa Shaw Uved. A& 
soon as Mr. Shaw saw him, so reduced, he said, *^ I would 
advise you not to pray for the recovery of that child.'* 
However, by the blessing of God on change of air, and 
other medical treatment, with incessant attention, he 
began to recover. Then Mr. Shaw said, " Surely God 
has a work for him to do. If he becomes a Minister^ 
his first text must be, ' I am a wonder xmto many.' '* 
His parents then brought him to Heald Town in a 
very weak state, hardly able to walk. He suffered 
most from an abscess on the back of his leg, just above 
the heel ; and as the dining hall of the institution if 

L 



147 

very large, this little strange Maset used to lead bii^ 
^out, and run before him, to induce him to w^. 
'^is long afiiiction had endeared him to us all, and w^ 
vere very thankful to God for restoring him a littde. . 

In 1861 the measles raged in King William's Town, 
and the family suffered severely. Arthur's only sist^ 
died, and he had it very bad. Yet he was brought 
through this also. 

. In 1862 his parents visited England, and allowed 
'him to remain with his father's family, who loved him 
greatly. His uncle went to fetch him to Fauresmitb, 
imd sent to Heald Town for his old friend Maset for 
company, and to play with him. The dry air of 
this place produced a wonderful effect on him ; he 
grew strong and rosy. Every care was taken to 
improve his mind, never forgetting his grandpa Shaw's 
words, that he might have a great work to perform ; 
«o all tried to fit him for it. He had a talent for 
music, which was also cultivated. He used to prac- 
tise a little every morning, and made rapid progress. 
He was always ready for his lessons at ten, and all were 
delighted with the improvement he made. In the 
jftfternoon he read to his grandma, and heard Maset 
read ; then often rode out on horseback with his uncle. 

Thus all went on happily. He loved God, knowing 
how many benefits He had conferred on him* H^ 
loved his Bible greatly, as well as the house of God 
tand the Sunday-school. He was always ready with 
his hymns and catechism. He was a useful exatnple 
in this place, and parents spoke of him as fit for th^ 
children to imitate. He was obedient, and kind td all^ 
especially to little children and sick persons. His 
grandpa used to say, " What a comfort that child id t6 
us!" and a gentleman in the town said, " I do not 
«nvy any one anything but that boy." Truly he wp" 

L 2 
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loved by all who knew him. When his grandpa wa« 
djing, he was brought to the bedside. Grandpa pat 
bis hand on his head, and said, " God bless you, mj 
boy! Bead your Bible. I know you do read it: 
But love it, and meet me in heaven." These words 
be never forgot, and, if asked, repeated them with tho 
greatest seriousness. He sorrowed for his grandpa as 
a child; and when the family visited the grave; 
Arthur and Maset used to march along in silence, yet 
trying which could take the longest steps ; and w^ 
were glad to see the melancholy walk thus begged. 
We did not tell them to go, but they were always with 
us. They used to wait at the gate till we came out^ 
then go alone. We often wondered what they said to 
each other at the grave. They always spoke Kafi&r to 
each other, and were seldom apart. If Arthur asked 
for bread, he asked for some for Maset also; and 
when going for a ride would say to him, "Whea 
you are big enough, you will go too," as if he feared 
he would be dull. 

So things went on pleasantly. We only wished his 
dear parents could see how well he looked. So his 
uncle had his photograph taken. He said, "Maset 
must stand with me." 

The winter was very cold, but dry, and he was quite 
well till September, when his cough returned. The 
doctor gave something for it ; but it did not yield. 
He appeared well on Sunday, and he wished t» 
go to chapel, so was wrapped up warm, and went, but 
coughed sadly, and was told quickly to take Maset and 
go home. Yet he felt so well, that they both came i» 
meet us on our return. After this he appeared poorly ; 
but on Thursday he said he should like a ride ; and as 
the day was very fine, his uncle and one of his aunties- 
took him a little way* They returned in about halT 
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•^ hour. He wad quite cheered and delighted, anct 
talked of the horses and all he saw. Next morning ho 
was very poorly, and did not talk much. He sat very^ 
still in an easy-chair, and many of his Mends came to 
see him. A nephew of the Rev. Alfred Barrett wa» 
his daily visitor. Sometimes the room was full of 
hoys, all sitting so silent, as though they felt they 
were paying their last visit. The sympathy shown for 
that child was wonderful. But he was a good hoy^ 
and his parents were in England. This all felt to be 
^ad. The two Ministers came to see him. One said^ 
^' You must bear patiently, and pray to Jesus. Jesus, 
loves little boys." The tears came in his eyes, and he| 
went into the bedroom. A second doctor was seni 
for, who gave no hope, saying his constitution was 
weak. He was put in a warm bath, and when 
being put into bed again, he said, " Let me pray 
first." After this he closed his dear eyes, and seldom 
apoke. When reminded that Jesus loves little boys, 
he said, " Yes." Many prayers were offered to God 
that he might be spared till his parents returned, and 
in an agony of spirit it was pleaded, " Lord, come 
down ere the child die." But our God knows His 
own purposes, and when they are accomplished. He 
will stay His hand. He wounds to heal. Thus died 
Arthur Ayliff, breathing slower and slower till he 
breathed no more, on September 12th, 1862, aged 
•eight years and seven months. 

'' Of snch is the kingdom of heayen." 

As soon as it was known that Arthur was dead, four 
of the most respectable young gentlemen in the town 
•came and offered to carry him to his grave, thus show- 
ing their affection for the child, and sympathy with 
-the family. This kindness will not be forgotten. He 
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was firilowed by a hagG number of sincere mourners^ 
and lies under the same stones, and endrcled witb tli» 
dune rails, as his grandpa Ajlifi^ who died sixteen 
weeks before bim, It is sad to think of, and furnishes 
ft lesson to old and young. May we follow tbem who- 
" being dead yet speak 1" 

Now Maset is left alone. He asked if be might 
look at Arthur in the coffin. He took a stool and stood 
by the coffin for more than an hour ; then said, " Master 
Arthur told me he did not think be should live to be a 
nlan." This shows they used to tidk seriously together^ 
dometimes. Early on the morning before he was buriedj 
(perhaps be could not sleep for the thoughts of his 
loss,) Maset sat on the door-step, singing in an under 
tone, 
, "0 that Kill be joyfdl, 

Whsn we meet to part no more." 
Now he follows us to the grave alone. It looks sad 
to us, as our grief is great. 

Tours sincerely, 
t Jane Ayliff. 

Fauresmith, Orange Free Slaie, March I7lh, 1863. 



CRAVE OF THE REV. JOHN AYUFF. 
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THE MISSIONARY JUBILEE. 

FiTTT years ago some gentlemen in Leeds, who cared 
for the Heathen, and wished to do them good, had a 
meeting, to consult together to see what was the best 
thing they could do ; and they agreed to form a Society, 
to he called the Wesleyan Missionary Society, and they 
were to have Missionary Meetings, and make collec- 
tions, and get people to collect money from their 
friends to help to send Missionaries abroad. Other 
cities and towns followed their example. And thus 
was begun that great Society of which you hear from 
time to time, and for which many of you, my dear 
young friends, do what you can to help. 

What a great work has been done in these fifty 
years ! Those good men believed that God wotdd 
bless their efforts and answer their prayers. And has 
He not honoured their faith and given them success 
more than they could ask or think F 

In 1813 there were, — 

MiSSIONAEIEB 60 

School Childeek, no return 
The income of the Society was 

* £10,281. 98. lOcI. 

In 1863 there are, — 

Missionaries ;....;. ..889 

School Children 146,447 

The income of the Society was 

£141,638. 178. Id. 
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THE LITTLE MISSIONABY. 

All of you, my children, have heard of the country 
called America. In some parts of that country, as in 
happy England, the Gospel is known, and Sunday- 
schools are established for the purpose of teaching 
little children to read the Bible. 

In one of the principal towns of America lived a 
little girl, who had been induced to attend the Sunday- 
schooL She soon became much attached to her 
teacher, who taught her to read God's holy word ; and 
she soon learned to love Jesus, who, as that blessed 
book unfolded, had died upon the cross to save sinners* 

But circumstances arose, compelling the parents of 
this little girl to remove to a great distance, to a 
village where the inhabitants were ignorant and 
wicked. With many teai's, this poor child went and 
bade her kind teacher adieu. Her teacher tried to 
comfort her, and told her she must become a little 
Missionary. 

On the first Sunday of her arrival with her parents 
at the distant village, she was sitting disconsolate by 
the fire-side, thinking of the happy hours she had 
once spent at the Sunday-school; when, having her 
bag of books on her arm, she took out her Bible, and 
read a few verses ; then she read a hymn out of her 
little hymn-book, and she was comforted. On the 
next Bunday she did the same ; but while she was 
reading, she remembered what her teacher had told 
her about being a Missionary. How this was to be 
accomplished she could not tell ; but she thought she 
would take a walk into the village, and see if there was 
any one who would be willing to listen to her. 
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The first persons slie saw were two or three women^ 
itanding and talking together at the door of a house*. 
She looked steadfastly at them, hut could not get 
courage to open her lips. She walked on, and met a 
very old man with grey hair, to whom she longed to 
speak; hut stiU she was afraid. She did not know 
what to do now ; for she had lost the opportunity of 
speaking to the women, the old man had walked away^ 
and no one else i^peared in sight. 
. She sat down hy the road-side, and was heginning 
to he very sad, and to long for her dear teacher's 
counsel, when she heard a child's merry voice ; and> 
raising her head, she observed approaching her a group 
of children. "O!" she thought to herself, "I caa 
speak to these little ones. I hope they will listen to 
me." When they approached her, she said, " Would 
you like me to read you a story?'* At first, the 
children stared at her very rudely, and hardly seemed 
to understand her ; but presently one of them whis- 
pered, "Yes." So she sat down, and took out her 
Bible, and read them a story, and then read them a 
nice hymn, and the children were very attentive. 

The next Sunday she thought she would go and see 
if they were there ; but she had not gone very far 
before she met them all coming to find her, — most 
anxious were they to hear some more nice stories. 
One of them said to her, " Grandfather says you must 
come inside ; he wants to hear too." So they walked 
together to a cottage at a little distance, where she 
found the very old man whom she had met before, and 
to whom shfe had been afraid to speak. 

She again took from her bag her precious Bible, and 
read from it, as well as out of her hymn-book, to the 
poor old man. This plan was continued for some 
time ; and the little girl did not forget to pray to God 
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iio ask Him to help her ; and He did help her, and 
blessed her efforts ; for very soon the grey-headed old 
znan became a Christian, and his remaining days were 
employed in the service of God. 

Many others were soon induced to relinquish their 
•€vil practices, and turn to God ; so that in the course 
of time the worship of God was established in many 
places in the neighbourhood, many were converted, 
and the aspect of things quite changed. 

How happy must that dear little girl have felt, 
when she discovered the way in which she could 
become a Missionary! Cannot some of my young' 
^readers take a hint from her example P 



THE LITTLE INDIAN SCHOLAR. 

A LiTTLB boy, about five years old, who loved Jesus, went to 
-to infant school in India. His father*B heart was bound up in 
liim, for he was the son of his old age. The child was taken 
ill, and died. This sickness was long, and during the time he 
said so many things about Jesus and another world, that his 
Heathen father was much interested, and after his death he went 
to the Missionaries to talk about these things. He attended the 
service on the Sabbath-day, and learnt to read the New Testa- 
ment. He spent the last months of his life in reading to 
himself and to his family, and with tears in his eyes would tiy 
Ho explain it to them. A year after the death of his dear boy» 
iie died also ; and there is reason to believe that they are now 
together in heaven. 

" How excellent is Thy loving-kindness, God! therefore the 
'Children of men put their trust under the shadow of Thy wings." 
/(Psalm jExxvi. 7.) 
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HISTOEY OP OLD EVA, THE HOTTENTOT" 

WOMAN- 

This account of old Eva has been sent by Mrs* 
G-odman from the Cape of Good Hope for our young 
Mends to read. Mrs. G-odman knew old Eva ; and her* 
8on Kardenaal, who is a Catechist in Namaqualand, has 
given her some particulars about his mother, 

OLD eta's childhood. 

Eva, whose nai^e is mentioned in the journal of the 
late !Bev. B. Shaw, was among the iirst«fruits of that 
pioneer Missionary's labours in South Africa. She 
was brought up in utter ignorance and darkness. 
When very young she was sent out to watch cows and 
sheep, as they grazed among the mountains and valleys. 
But though an untaught little Hottentot, she was not 
a thoughtless child. She was much interested in 
observing the beauties of nature. She said that one 
day, while taking care of her dumb charge, it struck 
her as a thing so wonderful that the animals should 
always know when it was midday, and would regularly 
lie down to rest ; and yet she was so ignorant, and 
knew nothing. All at once a strong desire arose in 
her heart, which seemed to draw her upwards to know, 
if it might be, what was above in the heavens. These 
thoughts deeply exercised her mind, and troubled her 
for many days ; indeed, she never lost the impression. 

At length it happened in the hloem-tijd (" spring ") 
that the cattle became sick, and many died ; among 
them was a favourite cow of her master's, who had 
given her a special charge concerning it, and threatened' 
her that if anything befel that cow he would beat her 
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most severely. She was in great distress, and fearful 
to return home. In her extremity, for the first time, 
she fell on her knees and prayed to Qod who was in 
the heavens to help h.er, and not let her master beat 
her, as she could not help it, but that he might rather 
send her away. She then went home with a trembling 
heart, leaving the cow behind to let her master know. 
As soon as she informed him of it, he became very 
langry, and ordered her to leave, and go out of his 
sight immediately. 

Eva was so much impressed with the Divine good- 
ness in answering her prayer, that she continued to 
pray ever after. Her mother and friends were in great 
trouble about her being thus driven away ; but she 
took leave of them with mingled grief and joy, and 
endeavoured to encourage her mother to trust that 
the Lord would provide for her, and direct her ^teps to 
a good master. And so it proved ; for she fell into 
the hands of a kind mistress, who tried to teach her 
the fear of the Lord. 

Whilst remaining there, she was sent to a distant 
place to dry fruit on one occasion. During her stay 
the new year came, when there were great rejoicings 
among the people ; but it was a sorrowful time to £va. 
She was invited to join them in their dancing ; but she 
refused, and fled to the bush, where she spent the 
entire day in praying to the Lord to keep her from 
sin, and save her from spending the new year in such 
a manner. She felt that her prayer was heard, and 
her good resolutions were greatly strengthened. 

(^0 le continued,) 
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. INFANT SCHOOL IN D'URBAN, SOUTH 

AFRICA. 

Thebb are a ^eat many white people in South 
Africa as well as black ; and for the children of some 
of these white people Miss Cameron, an English lady, 
has begun a school. These little children are very 
foiid of their school and school-mistress, and I dare say 
you would like to hear what Miss Cameron says about 
ihem. 

" We commenced work in the second week of Septem- 
ber, and entered twenty*seyen names the first morning. 
Now the numbers are seventy-four in regular attend- 
ance ; but I may add that, during the hot months, a 
few of these come only in the morning, as coming in 
the afternoon is rather too much for the younger ones. 
The hours of attendance are from nine to twelve a.m., 
and two to four p.m. Such a school was much needed, 
as the younger children of the white settlers were 
constantly in the society of Kaffir lads, who acted as 
their nurses from their birth, and took care of them 
until they were about eight or nine. 

" The society of those Kaffir boys was very pernicious ; 
as they are. for the most part, very filthy in their 
habits. Besides, the children became better acquainted 
with Kaffir than English; indeed, some that were 
admitted at first used to answer us in Kaffir when 
asked a question. Sometimes during a lesson they 
will answer in Kaffir, as, shelum, for 'bad;' and 
on telling them one day of Joseph's being put in. 
prison, and then examining them on it, they told 
XLS that he was put in the 'trunk,' the name 
given for the prison in this part, although I believe 
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that is Dutch, and not Kaffir. Then they sometimes 
call each other ' picaninny ' so and so, as Kaffirs here 
apply that epithet to children ; and a half-sovereign is 
a ' picaninny sovereign ' with them. 

" The mothers evince their interest in the school bv 
ofben coming to see it ; and it is no uncommon circum- 
stance for the little ones to present us with choice 
pineapples, peaches, nectarines, all of which are ab\m- 
dant here. One little fellow, shortly before the school 
broke up for the Christmas holiday, came up to me 
with a parcel, on which was inscribed, * George 
Home's Christmas Present to his Teachers ; ' and it 
consisted of half-a-dozen eggs, and some tablets of 
scented soap. His father is a labourer. One mother 
declared she had much difficulty in restraining her 
little one from tears on Saturday, on account of there 
being no school on that day; and another told us 
that it was the best thing the Methodists had done 
for D'Urban to commence the infant school. 

" I feel sure that the little ones feel pleasure and 
profit from attending, and show signs of intelligence, 
many of them beyond their years, — and they are all 
very sharp, for good or evil. I feel that in labouring 
amongst them I am greatly blest ; and I trust that 
our instructions are not without weight to them. My 
wish is to train them in the fear of Crod, and to enlist 
their sympathies in all that is good, endeavouring at 
the same time to develope their mental faculties. 

'' The Committee have taken steps towards erecting a 
building for the infant school, with a suitable gallery. 
Hitherto it has been carried on in the Kaffir chapel, 
which, as you well know, lacks every requisite for an 
infant school." 
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HISTORY OF OLD EVA, THE HOTTENTOT WOMAN. 
{Contimied from page 158.) 

BTA'b COTTTKHBIOir, 

Teajib passed away, and Eva grew to womaaliood, 
and (he impreBsioiiB she had when a child increased in 
strength. She ofben greatly desired religious instnic- 
tioD ; hut far a long time she was without the light of 
the blessed Gospel; and sometimeB she was in great 
darkneBs and distresa of mind. One night she had a 
dream which comforted her. In it, she saw a place to 
■which she was fcold she must go, and that there she 
vrould hear what was good for her. 
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At length the Rev. B, Shaw commenced his labour* 
in South Africa, and her son, who was a bout fourteen 
years of age, went to hear him preach. He then 
invited his mother to go. At first she objected ; but he 
afterwards prevailed upon her to accompany him to the 
little chapel. No sooner did she enter it than she 
recognised it as the place she had seen in her dream, 
and became deeply affected by what she heard. She 
sought the Lord with ^eat sorrow and anguish of 
spirit night and day, imtil she found pardon and peace 
through believing in the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Eva now became a very devoted Christian, and one 
thing which she desired almost more than any other 
was to learn to read the Bible. Some one told her 
that it was of no use for her to try, for she was too 
old to learn. She replied, that she must leam, and 
by God's help she would learn, to read His holy word; 
and shd succeeded, Li after years, when sjie had 
become very old and feeble, I have seen that aged 
Namaqua woman bring her little chair, and, placing it 
at the back of the mat-house, where the sunshine 
would fall upon the pages of her weU-wom Bible, and 
then carefully adjusting her spectacles over her single 
eye, — ^for she had lost one altogether, — read the sacred 
word with intense delight. One day, after observing 
that she had been engaged in this way a long time, I 
went to her, and inquired what she was reading. She 
replied, with a countenance beaming with happiness, 
that she was reading in Isaiah of those glorious 
promises relative to the kingdom of Christ. 

Eva now greatly enjoyed the Christian privileges 
afforded her by her residence in Cape-Town, and com- 
munion with the people of God. Those who knew 
her then bear witness to her consistent piety. Years 
passed on, bringing many changes and cares ; but " Eva 
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continued faithfol amidst them all." About thi^ 
time her thoughts were often occupied, and her heart 
yearned with compassion over her own people in thd 
far off wilderness ; she could not rest on their account, 
she longed to go and tell them of Christ and His great; 
salvation, and intreat them to come to Him. 

When she made known her purpose, she met witk 
difficulties, as her Minister and friends objected to it» 
They endeavoured to dissuade her from what they 
considered a rash undertaking, until it would seem that, 
ber feelings somewhat resembled St. Paul's when ho 
said, " What mean ye to weep and to break my heart ? '* 
So eager was her desire, and so determined her pur- 
pose, that she was resolving to set off on foot in 
company with a few of her friends to walk to Nama-- 
qualand. But this almost impossible project was over-* 
ruled ; and an opportunity soon after presenting itself 
for her to return with a Missionary, Eva gladly 
availed herself of it, and laboured with untiring zeal 
for the benefit of her own people to the end of her life. 
My acquaintance with her commenced in 1857> 
while we were in Namaqualand. I well remember 
with what joy she hailed our arrival, and with what 
delight she hstened to the preached word, often, 
thanking God that He had sent a Minister to them« 
I think I see her now, as I used to see her sometimes,, 
when we were returning from the house of God 
(which, by-the-bye, was of very humble construction,, 
being made of bushes, and plastered inside with clay) .. 
— Her face looking so peaceful and happy, and her- 
single eye lit up with more than earthly brightness,, 
she would say to me, counting her fingers, "O,. 
Juffrouw, my heart is full of peace, love, joy,, 
righteousness ; all through faith in Jesus, these five." 
She delighted also in prayer ; she had not always the; 
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opportunity of retirement in the Namaqxia hut, where 
Bhe lived with her son and his family ; hut she ofben 
walked to a little distance, and under the shadow of 
a rock, or hehind a hush, she would pour out her soul 
in prayer. Occasionally she would rise early in the 
morning, and, taking a little hundle of clothes with her, 
would go to the hed of the river, which was at a 
short distance at the hottom of the valley, to wash 
them; hut her real object was to spend the day 
alone with God. One morning I saw her go, and 
when the shadows grew long in the evening, I went 
in the direction I supposed her to he, and found the 
aged Christian rejoicing, and full of bright anticipa- 
tions of eternal glory. I asked if she had had any- 
thing to eat all day. She said she had needed nothing, 
but now she would go home and have her supper. 

It animates me still to recall the joy with which 
she was looking forward to meeting dear Mends and 
sainted Missionaries in heaven. When I told her of 
the death of her old Minister, the Eev. B. Shaw, she 
lifted her hands and face heavenward, and thanked 
God that He had released His servant from his pro- 
tracted sufferings ; and said that she should soon follow 
and rejoin her beloved Teachers in heaven, enumerating 
those she had known who were already there, — Snow- 
daU, Threlfall, Cook, Hodgson, and Shaw. 

{To he contvmted.) 



WHERE DO THEY LOVE JESUS ? 

A LITTLE child, when shown her first lesson of 
geography on the map of the world, said, ** Show me 
where they love Jesus." 
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I WANT TO GO TO HEAVEN. 

Dbpart, my child 1 angels are bending down 

To set thy spirit free. 
The Sayiour holds in heayen the golden crown 

He won on earth for thee. 
Yes ! now in Him then art yictorious, 
Go^ share His rest and triumph glorious, — 
Depart, my child !" 



A LITTLE Hindu girl, ten years of age, was a scholar 
in a Mission-school. She was taken ill, and was going 
to die. For some days before her death she constantly 
said whenever I went to her, " O, ma'am, I want to go 
ta heaven !" When she complained of the excessive 
pain she suffered, I read to her of that land where 
there will be no more pain. She said, " O, my dear 
ma'am, what sweet words ! — ^I do want to go. — I love 
you, and I love ma'am, and my schoolfellows ; but 1 
want to go!" When she was in great pain, I said 
once, "There was one who suffered much more pain 
for us, Mary ; who was it ?" She replied, " Jesus. 
O yes^ He suffered plenty of pain." I added, " Why, 
my child, did HE suffer it?" She answered, "To 
save us from hell !" Her end was peace, — ^full peace. 



Blessed is he whose trans- 
gression is foigiveB} whose sin 
is covered, . 
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WORSHIPPINa IN HEATHEN LANDS. 

You would be surprised if you were to go to a 
religious service at some of the Mission stations in 
India. What strange worship it would appear to you ! 
Last Sunday I went to the Fettah chapel : there are 
only seats round by the walls of the chapel, the 
heathens sitting 'on the ground, and going in and out 
at pleasure. I began the tunes,- my little boy, two 
years old, helping me nicely in the Spanish Chant. 
During the sermon a man rose to depart, but at the 
bidding of the Minister quietly sat down again. Then 
my little boy ran away from my side, his mamma 
vainly essaying to catch him, until he had reached the 
front of the pulpit. Again, I had to give my shoe 
to a servant to kill a scorpion, which I saw crawling 
near the naked feet of a boy. As it was the feast of 
the Mahorum, loud tomtom music almost drowned 
at intervals the voice of the Preacher. How different 
to the solemn worship of an English sanctuary ! 

A Missionary's Wvfe, 



DESIRE FOR BOOKS IN INDIA. 

A MissiOKABT was once giving away books at an 
idol festival, and had parted with nearly all that he 
had, when a stranger from another part of the country 
came and asked for one. " Can you read ?*' said the 
Missionary. " No ; but I have a brother who has 
learned this art : I wiU take it home, and he will read 
it to us.'* The Missionary said he could not give him 
any. The man kept on begging, " Pray do give me 
one." When he found his request would not be 
granted, he put his strong arms round the Missionary, 
lifted him up in the air, and was carrying him off. 
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'^ Put me down," cried the Missionary, " or I shall use 
tny stick." " You may heat me, or do with me as you 
please," replied the Hindu ; " hut I shall not let you go 
l)efore you give me a hook. The Missionary yielded, 
^nd the man walked off highly de%hted with his hook. 



IVILD ANIMALS AND EEPTILES IN INDIA* 

How should you like to live at Barrackpore, where 
Mr. Pearson is ? " Not at all," I think you will say, 
^hen you read what he says ahout snakes, jackals, &c. 

" We are not much troubled with flies ; hut the mos- 
•quifcos are very troublesome, especially in large towns. 
"The white-ants are fearfully destructive creatures, — 
never nice in their tastes : they are quite satisfied to 
make a meal either from your shirts, shoes, or coat,'^— 
l:)ooks, desk, or carpet. 

"Several snakes have been caught in my house, 
4uid one Sunday morning I actually found one 
l)asking on the cushion before the communion-rails 
in the chapel. When a snake is seen, the whole 
house is at once in arms : the servants are seen 
Tunning, stick-in-hand, to give battle. When the 
foe is killed, they all assemble and have an animated 
discussion, the result always being, that the snake is 
^aid to be one of the most dangerous and deadly. I 
have never suffered any harm firom them, as I can 
generally see them in the day, and when I get safely 
within the mosquito-curtains at night, I have no fear. 

" Jackals aboimd in this neighbourhood. Sometimes 

at the dead of night a lot of them will set up a howl 

^ust under my window, like the wail of a thousand 

young children. Away in the jungle are lions, tigers, 

and bears, and hundreds of elephants, with wild animals 

of other kinds.'* 

Bev, J), Pearson, Barrackpore, 



HTMN FOE A FOOE NEGEO. 

We love the Lord ; He came to save 
Poor Kegro from the sinner's grave ; 
Though we are hlack, and mean, and vile^ 
Lord Jesus on poor Negro smile. 

"We love Him, and we would not break 
The least command our Saviour spake ; 
But pray Him, by His precious blood, 
To make us humble, faithful, good. 

Soon comes the night — ^the bright beams go, 
And all is dark above, below ; 
But by and' bye the sun will rise, 
And sweetly shine in morning skies. 

Poor Negro ! he so dark in face. 
And dark the lot of Negro race ; 
But be our Saviour's blessing given, 
And he shall rise to shine in heaven. 

Then black and white, and bond and free. 
The servants of our Lord shall be : 
And nothing shall be heard above 
But sounds of praise, and peace, and love. 
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THE TWO PETS OF CAVALLA, 
WEST AFEICA. 

ToTJ look at the picture and pass it by ; only a 
little boy eating his dinner, and a dog looking up for 
a bone. Leave off the " only " and the " a," for it is 
tJie little boy whom everybody at Cavalla loves ; the 
little boy who goes singing about the yard, and the 
Mission-house, and the school-house all the day ; who 
rings all the bells that are to be rung, from the large 
bell in the church to the little bell that stands on the 
parlour-table ; who plays with all his might, studies with 
all his might, talks and laughs and eats with all his 
might, and, ! where would ttis long sentence end, if 
I attempted to tell in it all the things this little boy 
does ? And now, if you look closely at the picture, 
you will see one thing that I have not yet told you 
—little George is hlind I 

Not many months ago he lived at his father's 
house, in a heathen town, not only blind in his eyes, 
"but, like all the poor children about him, with a blind 
heart, knowing nothing of the good God' and Jesus 
who died for him. Now he lives at the Mission-house, 
goes to school, and has learned much about these 
things. When he sings, as I have told you he does 
all the day, it is such hymns as Christian children love 
to sing. They are not English hymns though, and if 
1 wrote their names you would not understand them. 
Sut — ^let me think ! — there is one beginning, " There 
is a happy land, far, far away." I am sm*e you all 
know that. You see that, although Africa and 
"England are very different countries, and far distant 
from each other, there is one land, that happy land, 
for children in both places to sing about. 
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Qeotge can talk English too, and I think I must 
write down the little speech he spoke on examination- 
day, in which he tells you more about himself than I 
can do. Imagine this same little boy whom you see 
here eating his rice and palm-butter, standing on a 
high desk in the school-room, and making you a nice 
bow before he begins. 

HIS SPEECH. 

'^ Ladies and Gentlemen, I wish you well! My 
name is G-eorge Spear. I am a little boy, as you see ; 
but I eat much rice, and I grow." (Look at his 
picture, and you will see he speaks the truth.) " I 
belong to town, but I go to school now. I want to 
know book; I want to know God. I mil know 
book ; I mil know God, if God helps me ; and God 
will help me. God is very good ; God loves me. He 
brings me to school. He gives me friends, He gives me 
food. He gives me clothes, He gives me books. He gives 
me all things. I will try to love Him ; I will try to 
keep His laws ; I will try to be a good boy. 

" Ladies and Gentlemen, I am a little boy ; I make 
a little speech. Good morning to you all.'' 

Now you are fully introduced to the child in the 
picture, eating his dinner. Ah ! I have said nothing 
ypt about George's friend Fanny, who looks up in his 
face every day for a bone. They love each other a^ 
much as a little boy and a little dog can do.. He 
talks to her in English, because ''Miss Fanny," as he 
calls her, is not a native dog, and cannot understand 
his language, he thinks. He gives her a share of his 
dinner, and ^he in return kisses his face, in a dog*8 
fashion, and rolls on her back to show how much she 
loves her friend George. 
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SOLDIERS IN INDIA. 

. Theiie are a great many regiments of soldiers in 
India, of English, Scotcli, and Irishmen. There is a 
|)tUc0 about fifteen miles from Calcutta, where a great 
xnany soldiers are stationed. It is called Barrackpore. 
The Eev. Daniel Pearson lives there. He is the 
soldiers' Missionary ; and I dare say you would like 
to hear what he says about the soldiers. 

Babbaoepobe is an old military station, and a very 
beautiful place. We have a splendid Park, in which 
stands the Government-House and gardens. Down one 
side flows, in quiet and sullen majesty, the river Hoogly, 
which is nearly a mile wide. On the opposite bank 
fltand a number of palace-like houses, amongst the 
most prominent of which are the Mission-premises of 
Serampore. 

India is really a grand country. Its soil is most 
prolific ; its fruits and vegetation most rich and 
luxuriant. In fact, 

" every prospect ple^tses. 
And only man is vile ; " 

Tbut how vile, imagery cannot picture, nor tongue 
declare. Without coming to a country like this, we 
can form no true idea of the depth of wretchedness 
and misery to which sin is capable of sinking our 
nature. 0, I shall never forget my first feelings and 
impressions when I set foot on Indian soil. I thought. 
Could I but send home my present feelings, and impart 
them to the Christian world, men would move heaven 
and earth to send out the Gospel, and we should have 
Missionaries coming, not by ones and twos, but by 
ship-loads. 
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My work, however, is not directly with the native 
population, but with the British soldiers. 

This work is full of interest. I was going to say 
romance ; for the life of every soldier may, in some 
sense, be said to be a romance. It is a great mistake 
to imagine that soldiers are, taken as a rule, from the 
lowest dregs of society : this may be the case, perhaps, 
with the Irish ; but not with the English and Scotch. 
Many of the latter are prodigals, and have lefb good 
homes. I have met with a number of men who have 
been to Wesleyan Sunday-schools in Leeds, and 
some three or four from Holbeck. I have lately 
been visiting a man in hospital. He showed me a 
letter written to him by Mrs. Bipley : he also speaks 
of Mr. Pearson being the Superintendent of the 
school, and he cannot forget the impressions he thez][ 
received. He says, if he should be spared to leave tho 
hospital, he will lead a very different life from what he 
has been leading. When he thought he was going toi 
die, he prayed and wept much, and spoke with great 
feeling of the advice and prayers of his devoted mother; 

We have had a glorious work amongst those bravo 
men who fight the battles and win the victories of 
their Queen and country. Many of them show the 
mighty change which has been wrought in their, 
hearts, by their earnest and consistent lives, and some 
of them are working hard for the conversion of their 
comrades, and also for the good of the English-speak^ 
ing heathen population. 

PEATING SOLDIERS. 

It requires no small courage to be a Christian in a^ 
barrack-room : yet we have a number of noble Chris- 
tian soldiers, who bravely take their stand for Christ, 
and regularly read their Bible, and kneel down by the 
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side of their beds, and there pour out their desires to 
the throne of mercy. 

This fact, of seeing men upon their knees, has had a 
powerful effect upon the minds of some who remem- 
bered thus kneeling in their homes. Erequently, when 
there has been swearing and a great noise in the room, 
no sooner has a man knelt down than there has been 
instant silence. I was much pleased a day or two ago 
in visiting the hospital. There was a man very ill of 
fever : he had left a pious home, and led a very bad 
life ; but now, in the prospect of death, he became 
greatly alarmed on account of his sins. Close by was 
another sick man, a member of my church. The pro-? 
digal sent for him, and asked him to read the Bible and 
pray with him ; and while he was reading and praying, 
his burden was removed, and his sorrow gave place to 

joy. 

0, 1 thought, this was a sight that would call forth 
joy in heaven ! 

J)aniel Pearson^ BarracJcpore. 



SCENERY IN SOQTH AFRICA, 

Many of my young friends, who are lovers of the 
country, would be charmed with the exquisite beauty 
of some parts of Africa. I have seen lovely spots in 
England, but nothing equal to this country in point of 
grandeur. The mountain scenery is truly magnificent. 
Our trees are mostly evergreen, and grow together in 
large clumps, excepting the mimosa, which is scattered 
more or less over all the country. It bears a bright 
yellow blossom, richly scented, so that in the season 
the traveller can ride for many miles with the air filled 
with its fragrance. 

Buntingville, Augv^t 2Sd, 1862. 
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<3HILDREN SHOULD PRAY FOR MISSIONS. 

I KNEW a little boy who was very fond of garden- 
ing; and one morning in the spring I found him 
kneeling down, and carefully examining a small plot 
-of ground which had been given him. When I asked 
him what he was doing, he said, ^' I am looking after 
my seeds. How I wish they would come up!" A 
few hours afterwards I was myself as busily engaged 
in turning over the pages of a Missionary magazine ; 
and when the little boy looked up in my face and said, 
"What are you doing, mamma?'* I replied, in his 
own style, " I am looking after my prayers." " Look- 
ing after your prayers, mamma ! what do you mean ?" 
" Why, I mean just this : I want to see whether God 
has been pleased to answer them." 

Now, dear children, when you hear that the 
heathen have given up their idols to serve God, 
would it not be sweet to feel that you had united 
in pr?iying for this ? You may think that your 
prayers are not of much consequence, because you 
are so young and ignorant; but now tell me, when 
your baby-brother's little lisping tongue presents 
a request to your father or mother, do they not often 
attend to him before they attend to you? Now I 
believe that God, our heavenly Father, has peculiar 
'delight in the prayers of children ; that He stoops to 
receive them ; and that they will, if according to His 
will, and offered in the name of Jesus, be graciously 
answered. 



THINGS TO BE REMEMBERED. 

The way to learn is to teach ; the way to grow rich 
is to give away ; the way to be happy is to deny self. 

LONDON: PBI1«TED SY YflLLlAV. NICHOLS, 46, HOXTON SqUABE. 



WESLEYAN JUVENILE OFFERING. 



REPTILES IN INDIA. 
I SASE say my yoving friends would like to hear 

Bome stories about saalcea, and how mercifully residents 
in India are preserved iiom these and other venomous 
i-eptiles. 

While, I trust, we always feel that we are the objects 
.of our heavenly Father's liind care, we have felt of 
late as if a fecial Providence were watching over us. 
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Within the last few weeks more than a dozen snakes, 
four scorpions, and two centipedes, have been killed on 
our premises, from some of which we have had narrow 
escapes. Not long ago our youngest child, a year and 
ten months old, was left in a bath-room, where he is 
very fond of dabbling in the water. On this occasion, 
however, he quickly followed his papa into the study, 
and by his seriQus countenance and baby-language 
made him understand that he had found something 
wonderful. Dragging him by the coat to the outer 
door of the bath-room, he stooped down and pointed 
close to a snake coiled up asleep. What a mercy the 
little fellow did not attempt to carry the snake to 
papa, instead of bringing papa to the snake, as he is 
not. afraid of handling living things! The intruder 
was sooii killed, and thrown out to serve as a meal for 
the crows or kites ; but Arthur would not let mamma, 
brothers, and sisters rest until we had all been to see 
the dead creature. 

The following evening, as we were sitting at tea, 
our children being at a side table, the eldest little boy, 
feeling, I suppose, tired and sleepy, slipped away to 
the nursery. Soon after he had gone, Paul, the 
servant who was waiting upon us, passed by the empty 
chair and called out, "Master, see snake?*' There 
was the creature gliding about the back and arms of 
the chair, and had been most probably very near while 
the child was comfortably drinking his tea. We all 
started up: some of the gentlemen ran for sticks, 
while I went for the children, that they might see the 
great danger from which the Lord had preserved 
them, and to warn them against their common prac- 
tice of palling off ehoes and socks of an evening, which 
is doubtless more^ comfort»Eible than safe in this chmate. 
. One evening I was shutting an upper ventilating 
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window in the nursery, and in twisting the rope round 
^ nail from which a picture hung, I saw something 
coming up hehind very near my hand, hut supposed it 
was only a cockroach. As it showed itself more 
tjlearlyj I found it was a scorpion, and, calling a friend, 
we soon despatched it with my shoe. 
' Last week, while the gardens was employed in 
cutting the hedge, he killed a cobra, more than five ' 
fe6t in length. I dare say you know that this is a 
very deadly snake. Persons have heen known to die a 
few minutes after they were bitten by it. 

Yesterday, the same man brought three large ugjy 
black scorpions, which he had deprived of their stings. 

Last evening, as our school-girls were on their way 
to chapel, they met near our gate ia^e little cobras, 
which raised themselves up and spread out their hoods 
in defiance ; but the girls managed to kill them, and 
returned to show them to us. It was well that they 
;did not encounter the little snakes' enraged mamma, 
who doubtless would have revenged herself for the 
destruction of her family. To-day the girls are quite 
afraid to go near the gate, lest Mrs. Cobra should be 
lurking about. 

This morning our servants brought a snake more 
than seven feet in length. It is called the whip-snake, 
as lashing with its tail is said to be its means of 
defence, so that it is comparatively harmless. We 
were rather sorry that it had been killed, as it is a 
good rat-catcher. 

Not long ago my husband found a very perfect " 
snake's skin in the verandah ; and a night or two ago, 
as he was looking round and locking the doors, he saw 
a snake crawling leisurely up the steps. 

I might go on telling you snake, scorpion, and cen- 
tipede stories ; but I think I have written enough to 

N 2 
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make you thankful that you live in a country where 
you are free from these dangers, and to lead you to 
pray for those who are exposed to them, AhoYe all, 
let us labour more, and pray more, that the millions of 
India may be delivered from *' that old serpent called 
the Devil, which deceiveth the world." He is our 
deadliest enemy; but to his power, alas! they wil- 
lingly submit, 

^^ Sarah Sanderson. 

Toomkoor, June 10th, 1868. 



HISTORY OF OLD EVA, THE HOTTENTOT WOMAN. 

(^Concluded from page 164.) 

iva's death. 

One day, when Eva was very poorly, I said to her,. 
" Your suffering will soon be over, Eva, and you will 
be with Jesus for ever." She immediately responded, 
"Just as the Lord wills, His will is the best;'* 
adding, '' I sinned against the Lord some time ago, I 
longed to go to Him, 1 was afraid He had forgotten 
me, I was tired and wanted to go to rest. I was^ 
impatient to get to heaven. But He told me this wa& 
not right, that 1 must patiently wait His time ;'^ 
emphatically adding, " Zoyne tijd is de heste.^^ 

Her heart's desire was soon to be realized. She 
gradually became more feeble in body, but increas- 
ingly meet for the blessed change. The following 
delightfully interesting account of his mother's last 
days is supplied by her son : — 

" In May, 1859, I was about to remove to my 
plough-lands ; but my mother expressed some unwil* 
lingness to accompany us, as she said the Lord had 
told her that she should die in June ; and she wished 
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io be bttried at Eooi Fontein. But upon my pro* 
mising her that if she should die there, I would bring- 
her corpse back, and bury her according to her wish, 
«he consented to go with us. I accordingly removed 
with my family and many of our people to the plough- 
lands. On Monday, June 13th, the youngest child of 
my daughter Eva was thought to be dying, and the 
people were collected together, I took the oppor- 
tunity to hold a service with them. When I was 
about to conclude, I asked my mother if she would 
speak her feelings to the Society. She tried to rise, 
but could not, and my wife prevailed on her to sit, 
when she began to speak and said, ' 0, my beloved 
brothers and sisters, hold fast to the Lord, yea, hold 
Him fast. He is our Beloved, yea, He is my Beloved. 
Although I am the greatest sinner. He is my Beloved 
Saviour. To-day I feel peace, I feel joy, I shall be 
with Him through His merits and precious blood. 
My beloved brothers, hold fast to the Lord, if you 
please. Pray to Him, and He shall hold you all fast. 
Leave Him not, remember what He hath done for us. 
Remember His great love wherewith He hath loved 
us. Tea, remember His G^ospel word with which He 
hath called us. O, I thank the Saviour for His great 
grace which He hath given to me. I love Him 
because He first loved me. So have I remained at 
His feet, and by His grace I wiU remain at His feet 
to the end. Brothers, leave not the precious Saviour. 
I must also admonish my old friends, and, my young 
friends, will you remain without the Saviour? I 
beseech you, if you please, begin to seek Him to-day. 
Your old friend Eva has clearly manifested His grsM5e 
that you might see it. Pray to our Lord, if you 
please : He will be pleased if you go to Him. He will 
ieceive you all.' As I thought her strength would" 
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&ilf I saidy 'My beloved mother, you have spoken 
enough ;' and afber singing and prayer we separated. 

'' On the same evening my daughter's child died. I 
was there ; for her house was close to mine. After pray* 
ing with them, I went home ; but my daughter 
Susanna got to my mother before I did, and my 
mother asked her if Eva's child was dead. She said,, 
f Tes,' and wept. My mother said, ' Susanna, do not- 
weep : you see I cannot stand ; but I am not sorrow-- 
M, I am rejoicing : you must also rejoice ; for the 
blessed Saviour has taken the child to heaven; audi 
the day after to-morrow, at eight o'clock in the; 
morning, Susanna, I shall also be in heaven with 
little Magdalena. O, how joyful shall I be, my pre- 
cious Saviour has promised me that ! Susanna, yoa 
must also rejoice when your grandmother leaves you» 
the day after to-morrow : you must not be sorrowM ;. 
but pray to the Lord, so shall you also reign with 
Him.' 

'^ I stood and heard all this with thankfulness ; and it 
was as she had said, for on Wednesday, June, 1859, at 
eight o'clock in the morning, my mother was hastily 
taken away. She was full of joy, clasped her hands, 
I bowed my knees and we joined in prayer, and while 
doing so she departed, aged ninety-six. . Her end was- 
80 blessed, so glorious, I cannot describe it." 



A LESSON FEOM KAPPIELAND. 

A MissiONAET in South Africa wanted to get some^^ 
money for the Missionary Society. He did not like 
to ask the native Christians for anything ; "for," said, 
he, "they are so poor, they have nothing to give." 

It happened that he went to Graham's-Town to- 
make a collection t^ere among the white people.. 
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When his people heard of it, they said, " Why don't 
you speak to us, and ask ns to do something ?" '^ It 
is," he said, " because I really don't think you can 
raise more money than you do already. I wish you 
would feel more, and pray more ; but I cannot ask you 
to give money." The man replied, "Perhaps the 
Lord will put it into our hearts to give money too." 
The Minister was so much struck with the man's zeal, 
that he called the little band of Christians together, 
and told them about the coming Jubilee, Still scarcely 
expecting any money 5 for he could not tell where it 
should come from. But when the heart is moved, the 
hand will not be still. They brought him no less a 
sum than Fourteen Pounds. One of the poor widows 
came, with — ^how much do you think in her hand? 
Fifteen shillings! The Missionary was unwilling to 
take it from her. She said, " You must take it : the 
Lord hath done much for me." By and bye she 
brought five shillings more. " My heart will not be 
still," she said, "till I have made up the pound." To 
one of the Native Teachers the Minister said, " You 
cannot do more than you do now." He answered, 
" I must try to do more. Two words overcome me ; 
one is, * Ye are redeemed, not with corruptible things, 
as silver and gold, but with the precious .blood of 
Christ!' What blood so precious as the blood of 
Christ ? and this is what Grod has redeemed us with. 
1 must therefore try to do more. The other word is, 
^ What is a man profited if he should gain the whole 
world, and lose his own soul ?' I see that the soul is 
indeed precious : therefore I must try to do more." 

O for the heart of these poor Kaffirs ! My children, 
if your hearts were as full of feeling as theirs, — ^as Ml 
of love to Christ and of love to souls, — ^not one of your 
little hands would be standing still. 
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WOMEN GRINDINO AT A MILL. 

" Two women shall be together at a mill ; one shall 
\)e taken and the other left." This was what oiir 
Saviour said, when He was upon earth. 

The women in those days ground the corn between 
two stones ; and so it is in the East now, as you may 
see in the picture, which a gentleman in India has 
kindly sent you : it is the picture of two women that 
he saw grinding corn. The natives of India live 
chiefly upon rice ; but they also eat Indian com. Very 
poor people cannot afibrd to eat rice ; they eat coarse 
grain instead. This is ground between two stones, 
4is you see the women doing in the picture; the 
oneal is made into a kind of porridge, which they eat. 

A lady in India, who made a feast for the poor, 
3)rovided' nothing but rice, which she thought was 
^ery plain food for them ; but she found that it was 
"thought as good as roast beef and plum pudding are 
'thought in England. 

When the people of India read the Bible in their 
•own language, they understand many parts of it even 
better than we do ; for as Palestine is an Eastern 
<co\mtry, the manners and customs described in the 
Bible,, which seem strange to us, seem quite natural to 
the Hindus. 

When they read of the patriarchs of old killing a 
kid, and cooking it to feast their stranger guests just 
arrived, or of the women grinding their com at a mill, 
or going forth with their pitchers to draw water at 
the wells, they are quite delighted. And they like 
this strange new Shaster of the Sahibs all the better, 
because it speaks to them of the very same old customs 
which they had followed from their childhood. 
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NEWS FEOM ABEOAD. 

Fah, far away from us, there is a Mission-statioir 
called Hoole's-Fountain. If you want to go there,, 
you must sail in a ship as far as the Cape of Good 
Hope, and then travel in a waggon. Five or six- 
weeks it would take us to get to Hoole's-Foimtain. 
It is very slow work going a journey in a waggon 
through a country where there are no roads. 

Some years ago the people at Hoole's-Fountain had 
a Missionary Uving with them; but he was taken 
away &om them and sent to another station ; and so 
the poor people are left almost alone« Mr, Priestley, 
a Missionary who lives at a distance, goes sometimes 
to see them ; and he has sent to tell us of a visit he 
paid this summer; Mrs. Priestley went too. When 
they got to the station, the people were very glad to 
see them; for they sadly wanted to hear some ser» 
mons, and to have some good teaching from their 
Missionary. 

On the Sunday morning, the chapel-hell was rung» 
and the people all assemhled to worship. The Chief 
and his wife led the singing, and Mr. Priestley, 
preached. Then the hahies were haptized, and some 
of the people received the sacrament of the Lord's 
Supper, and some of them were married. 

Mr. Priestley kept school every day; and the 
children were so pleased to go, that when the hell 
rang for school, they scampered off with all their 
might, and ran to school. But you will he sorxy to 
hear that some of the children were sent hack hecause 
they had no clothes on. What could they do ? There 
are no shops in that part of the country to huy clothes 
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at. The poor people at Hoole's-Fountain cannot buy" 
calioo or cloth to dress either themselves or their 
children in. When the children were sent away fronv 
school to get some clothes, their mothers managed to 
find a piece of sheep-skin to put round them ; and thai 
was all they could get. Mr. Priestley had a few frocks 
sind pinafores with him that had been sent from Eng- 
land ; but I do not think he had any boys' shirts, and 
there were seventy children who went to school, boy& 
and girls. 

Mr. Priestley tried to amuse and instruct the people 
while he was with them. So one day he gave them a 
lesson on geography; then he showed them the 
pictures in the " Illustrated London Newspaper ;" and 
one evening he let off some fireworks. I wonder what 
they thought of the fireworks. You English children 
would have liked to have been there to have seen 
them. But, alas ! Mr. Priestley could only stay a 
week ; and before they left they were to have a tea* 
meeting. Mrs. Priestley gave the tea and sugar, and; 
the natives killed a sheep ; and they had mutton for 
tea, for there was no bread. How strange we should 
think it to eat nothing but mutton for our tea ! But 
they enjoyed themselves very much, even without cake 
and bread. 

The people were very sorry when their good Mis- 
sionary and his wife were obliged to go ; and they said 
to' him, " Do send us a Missionary ;" and Mr. Priestley 
writes to England, and says, '' Do send them a Mis- 
sionary." Mr. Priestley also asks for something; 
which we can all send. Even you little girls can help 
the people at Hoole's-Fountain ; for he says, " Pray 
send us some clothing for these people, who cannot get. 
any in this far-off land." 
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THE BIG SLATE. 

Now we will go and visit another Mission-station ; 
l)ut to get there we must go back to the Cape of Good 
Hope in our waggon, and then go in a ship to the 
Friendly Islands, in the South Seas. 

There are some Christian people living in one of the 
small islands there that you have never heard of before. 
Twenty years ago Mr. Thomas went to this island, and 
no Missionary has been since till lately. I am a&aid, 
if we were there, we should not be able to get to their 
village. The boys perhaps might ; but you shall judge 
for yourselves when you hear how difficult it is to get 
at them. 

Mr. Stephinson has lately paid a visit to Ata, which 
is the -name of the island. The people live on a high 
3)art of the island; and the road was so steep and 
rough, that Mr. Stephinson had to be carried up. One 
native took him on his back, and jumped with him 
&om rock to rock ; and in some of the worst parts 
two men went in front, each taking the hand of the 
man and pulling him up ; so that at last, with pushing 
tmd pulling and carrying, he got to the top. 

He was welcomed by the Christian people. They 
had not forgotten the good things that the Mis- 
sionary had taught them ; and with their native 
Teacher they worshipped God. They had a school^^ 
and the children were taught to read and write. 

And now comes the story about the big slate. 

There were not enough slates in the island for the 
children to learn upon ; so what do you think they did ? 
They made a smooth place in the ground more than a 
quarter of an acre square. It was so smooth that the 
children could make letters and figures upon it ; and on 
this monster slate all the children were taught to read 
xmd write. 



OPEN AIR PREACHINQ. 

Thb Heathen are not all anxious to liear the GoapeU 
A gieat many will not go to hear the Missionaries 
preach. It ia so in this country ; no wonder it should 
be so in foreign lands. 

What do the Missionaries do p Just what Minis- 
ters and Christian people do here. They go and fin^ 
the people out, and preach to them wherever they are. 
The Missionaries have done a great deal of good by 
thus preaching to the Heathen. 

Some very wicked men hare been converted. 

One day a Missionary was walking in the verandab 
of his house, when he was surprised by a man sud- 
denly throwing himself down at his feet and embracing 
his knees. The Missionary could not tell who this 
man was, for a dark blanket covered the man's head 
andface. But soon the covering was lifted up, and a. 
swarthy and withered countenance was shown: the- 
Missionary knew it to be that of an old Fakir he once 
had known as the chief Priest of a gang of robbers ;. 
hut now the Mahomedan was become a Christian, and 
he had travelled six hundred miles, hoping to see once- 
more the face of his Teacher ; and lo ! he had seen it 
at last. 
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C!ome, ye children^ hearken unto me: I will 
teach you the fear of the Lord. 

JPsalm xxxiv, 11. 



liblie Pgmn, 



Book of grace, and book of glory ! 

Gift of God to age and youth ; 
Wondrous is thy sacred story, 
Bright^ bright with truth. 
Book of love ! in accents tender 

Speaking unto such as we ; 

May it lead us, Lord, to render 

All, all to Thee. 

Book of hope ! the spirit, sighing. 

Consolation finds in thee, 
As it hears the Saviour crying, 

" Come, come to Me." 
Book of peace ! when nights of sorrow 

Fall upon us drearily. 
Thou wilt bring a shining morrow. 
Fall, full of thee. 



^^ 



^j^ 



V Search the Scriptures; for in them ye think 

ye have eternal life: and they are they 

which testify of Me. 

John V, 39. 
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Praise Ck>d, from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise Him, all creatmres here below; 



Both 

young men, and 

maidens ; old men, and 

children : let them praise the 

name of the Lord : for 



■^i^His name alone is excellent; 
His glory is above tiie 
earth and hesv«a. 



P4. cxlviii. r, 12, 13. 



^^ 



^^ 
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Prajse Him above^ ye heavenly host; 
Praise Father^ Son^ and Holy Ghost. 
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4.5*^. 



DESIRE FOR MISSIONARIES. 

A Nisw Zbalaitd Chief had long been on the look* 
out for a Teacher to instruct his tribe. A Wesleyan 
Missionary on another station tried to persuade him 
to wait patiently ; reminding him that " when the 
tide ebbs, it flows again." " I know it," replied the 
Chief; " but when will the tide flow that is to bring us- 
a Missionary P " 

An aged Indian warrior was speaking to a Mission- 
ary. " I am the Chief of a numerous people," W 
said, " and I wish them to be instructed. We hava 
beard that our brothers who are near the white- 
settlements have received the Great Word. We haye 
beard that the Great Spirit has told the white man to> 
send that word to all His red children ; why does he 
not send it to us P I have been looking nuiny moon» 
down the river to see the Missionary's canoe ; but it 
has not come yet." 



SPARING MERCY. 

Spibit of Good ! on this year's verge I stand^ 
Tracing the guiding influence of Thy hand ; 
That hand which leads me gently still. 
Up life's dark, stony, tiresome, thorny hill. 
Thou, Thou in every storm hast shelter'd me 
Beneath the wing of Thy benignity ; 
A thousand graves my footsteps circumvent. 
And I exist. Thy mercy's monument. 
How can I praise Thee, Father, how express 
My debt of reverence and thankfulness ? 

JBotorin^. 
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